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OBSCURE PASSAGES OF HIS WRITINGS 
BY EDWARD THOMPSON. 

Farewel, too little and too lately known, 
Whom I began to think and call my own : 
For fureour Souls were near ally'd, and thine 
Call in the fame poetic Mould with mine. 

IN THREE VOLUMES, 

VOL. L 
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TO THE HONOURABLE 



AUGUSTUS BERVEY, ESQ. 



Representative in Parliament for the Town of 
Saltash, one of the Grooms of his Majesty** 
Bedchamber, Commodore in the Royal Navy, 
Colonel of Marines, Steward of Old Sarum, 

. and Brother to the Right Honourable the Earl of 
Bristol. 



SIR, 

Wh en I consider myfelf the Editor to an illuftrious 
deceafed Author, whofe Memory I have endeavoured 
to do every Juftice to ; yet fomething is ftill wanting 
to protect us both, and give a new Recommendation 
of the Work to the World j and who fo proper a 
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Patron as the Honourable Augustus Herviy f 
You, Sir, who are bleft with a Judgment to minutely 
difcover the Beauties and Merits of Genius, and Tafte 
to relifli the moft fublime Language of the Musis. 
How unpardonable would it be in me, to forget that 
Encouragement and Protection which I met with from 
you, when I defigned publilhing a Set of Charts 
for the Ufe of the Navy, and Navigation in ge- 
neral; aWoifc which might have been of univer- 
fal Utility to his Majefty's Subjects, had it not been 
oppofed and fuppreft through the Spirit of Party, in 
f)>ifee of ydur generous Intentions of introducing it 
to the World for a public Good. But how much 
more are you to be applauded, Sir, when you fo con- 
fpicuoufly diftinguifhed yourfelf in the British Se- 
nate, and became at once a charitable Friend to the 
Diftreffes of the Lieutenants of the Navy, who faw 
themfelves reduced to the humble Pittance of Thirty- 
, fix Pounds a Year, after a moft glorious and victo- 
rious War ; unable, by any Merits or Interefts of 
their own, after various Efforts to increafe that Pay, 
though honoured with the Pity of moft of the Utiles of 
the Land. Thus dejected, without a Hope of Re- 
lief, did you (land forth the pleading generous Orator 
of their Sufferings, and obtained that, which their own 
long Service* and Deferts were unable to procure, 
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*nd which they, nor their Children's Children, wUl 
ever wa/ii Gratitude to acknowledge to you, 
their Benefactor. But, without the Mention of 
thefe, Sir, when we confider the illuftrious Race you 
are defcended from, the EHeem you are held in by 
your King, for your tranfcendant Abilities and gal-* 
lant Actions ; your diftinguifhed Character as a Sea 
Officer, and your refined Knowledge of the Belles 
Let tubs, to whom could a Sailor with fo much 
Propriety prefent the Compofitions of a Poet, who 
flouriflied in a Reign of the greateft Wit ; and if 
Mr. Oldham was efteemed by many amongft the fore- 
inoft Rank, neverthelefs your Name will be the greateft 
Ornament to his Productions, and an endlefs Honour 
to his Editor. I hope you may find, Sir, Entertain- 
ment for a Leifure Hour in the Perufal of thefe Poems, 
which will be a fufficient Recompence to me, for the 
Labour of reviving the Afhes of fuch a Genius, to 
prefent to fuch an accomplifhed Patron. Thefe Com- 
pofitions are hajppy in having your Protection, nor 
would I ever wifh myfelf more fortunate, than to have 
the accurate, and undifputed Judgment of an Augus- 
tus Herve y to recommend them. I will detain you 
no longer, Sir, than to afiiire you I am highly proud 
of having this Opportunity of declaring the high 



Digitized by 



vui DEDICATION. * 

Veneration I have of your Capacity, and of the 
many valuable Qualities which adorn your Character. 
I have the Honour to be, 

S I R. 

With the higheft Refpeft, 

Your moft obliged, moft obedient, 

Moll devoted humble Servant, 



Ireland, 
Purdifboume, County Down, 
May 1770. 



E. THOMPSON. 
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THE 

LIFE OF MR. JOHN OLDHAM, 

WITH SOME 

OBSERVATIONS ON HIS WRITINGS. 

Our Author was born at Shipton, near Tedbury, in 
Gloucefterjhire, on the 9th of Auguft, 1653, where 
his Father, John Oldham, was a Nonconformift 
Minifter, and Son of the Reverend Mr. John Old- 
ham, Rcftor of Nun-Eaton, in the fame County — 
His Father educated him in the Rudiments of the 
Latin Tongue, j.nd then placed him in the Uni- 
verfity. 

Mr. Oldham being fent to Edmund-Hall in Ox- 
ford, was aflifted in his Studies by the Reverend 
Mr. Stephens, who foon difcovered in him a great 

Vol. I. a 
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Tafte for the Muses. He was not long a Student 
before he gave great Proofs of his Capacity, and 
Knowledge of the Latin and Greek Tongues. 

In May 1674, he took the Degree of Batchelor 
of Arts ; but left the College^ at the Requefl of his 
Father, much againft his Inclination, before he 
had compleated the Degree by Determination. 

The following Year, his conftant Companion 
and Friend, Mr. Charles Mor<wint 9 died of the 
Small-Pox, to whofe Memory he writ a moft pa- 
thetickPindarickOde. The narrow Circle of a home 
Life foon became dull and retrained. TheLofsof this 
Friend and his College Affociates made him accept 
of an Invitation to Croydon in Surry , where he la- 
boured for a fmall Pittance as Uftier of the Charity- 
School, In this Place he compofed many of his 
Pieces, which firfl ftole into the World in Manu- 
fcript ; and coming to the Sight of Lord Rcchejler* 
raifed that witty Nobleman's Curiofity to fee the 
Author, who, accompanied with the Earl of Dorfet, 
Sir Charles Sedley, and fome other noble Geniufes 
of that Reign, paid him a Vifit, entirely on the 
Reputation of his Poetry, This Interview was at- 
tended with fome Mirth, Lord Rcchefler fending 
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by his Servant a verbal Compliment to Mr. Old- 
ham, the Meflage was received by the Head 
Master, who was much furprized at the Invita- 
tion, bat concluded it a Miftake, yet took the Ho- 
nour of it to himfelf, not having a Capacity fnf- 
ficient to know the Abilities of his Ufher. The 
old Gentleman immediately drefled himfeif in his 
Summer Sabbath Apparel, and repaired to the 
Appointment, - where all thefe Wits burned with 
Impatience for an Interview with a Man, who they 
had fome Knowledge of from Defcription. When 
the tottering Pedagogue made his Entry, they 
were all on the Laugh ; he began with a ftupid 
dull Preface, of his Senfe of the Honour they had 
done him ; betraying, at the fame Time, his Igno- 
rance of fuch a Vifit : When Lord Dorjet obferv- 
ing the Confufion of the Man, and the laughing 
Gravity of Lord Rochefter, releafed him with a can- 
did aflurance their Invitation was to Mr. Oldham* 
which the old Gentleman readily fubmitted to ; 
confefiing he had not Wit or Learning enough for 
fuch good Company. This Interview was Mr. 
Oldham's firft Introduction to the falacious Wits of 
that wanton Age, and brought him acquainted with 
fome other Perfons of Diftmclion, who afterwards 
proved his mod fteady Friends and Patrons. He 
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did not continue three Years in the obfcure Cha- 
racter of an Uftier, before his Friend Harman At- 
wood, Efq; Counfellor at law, (whofe Memory 
he has perpetuated in an elegant Pindarick Ode,) 
recommended him as Tutor to the Grandfons of 
Sir Edward Thurbwd, a Judge, near Rygale, in 
the County of Surry, where he continued till the 
Year 1681. After this, we find him Tutor to the 
Son of Sir William Hicks, a Gentleman of diltin- 
guifhed Character, who refided near the City of 
London, and an intimate Acquaintance of that ex- 
cellent Phyfician, Dr. Richard Louver, by whoie 
peculiar Friend (hip and Encouragement Mr. Old- 
/jam was advifed to Audy Phytic, which he did for 
a Year, and made fome Pxogrefs therein ; but his 
natural Turn and Paffion for the Muses allured 
him too much to ihine in any Company but theirs ^ 
His very Inclinations would not permit him to pro- 
ceed in the technical Path of Phyfic, when he could 
wander at Eafe, and cull the faireft Flowers round 
the Fountain of Helicon ; which he acknowledges 
in a lively eafy Manner, in a Letter to a Friend in 
London : 

While filly I all thriving Arts refufe, 
And all my Hopes, and all my Vigour lofe 
In Service of that worft of Jilts, a Mufe ; 
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For gainful Bufinefs, court ignoble Eafe, 
And in gay Trifles wafte my ill-fpent Days. 
Poets are Cullies, whom rook Fame draws in, 
A iid wheedles with deluding Hopes to win. 

Oft (I remember) did wife Friends difluade, 
And bid me quit the trifling barren Trade, 
Oft have I tried (Heaven knows) to mortify 
This vile and wicked Luft of Poetry ; 
But Hill unconquer'd, it remains within, 
Fix'd as a Habit, or fome darling Sin. 
Oft when Ill-humour, Chagrin, Difcontent, 
Give Leifure my vile Follies to refent, 
I thus again ft myfelf my Paflion vent : 
«• Enough, mad rhiming Sot, enough ; for (hame 
" Give o'er, and all thy Quills to Tooth-picks 
" damn : 

And thusrefolv'd again ft the fcribbling vein, 
I deeply fwear never to write again. 

Sometimes, after a tedious Day half fpent, 
When Fancy long has hunted an old Scent, 
Tir'd in the dull and fruitlefs Chace of Thought* 
Defpairing, I grow weary, and give out ; 
As a dry Leacher, pump'd of all my Store, 
I loath the thing, 'caufe I can do't no more : 
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But, when I once begin to find again 
Recruits of Matter in my pregnant Brain, 
I pleafe myfelf with the vain falfe Delight, 
And count none happy, but the Fops that write* 

Mr. Oldham had now difcharged the Truft of a 
Tutor with Care and Satisfaftion to Mr. Hicks, 
who defign'd his Son to proceed immediately on 
his Travels, and folicited earneftly our Author to 
accompany him to the Claflick Seat of the Mufes ; 
which he politely declined with the moft lively 
Senfe, and Expreflions of Gratitude to the worthy 
Father, for the Favours conferred upon him. Mr. 
Oldham 9 s Refufal of this Offer was rather extraor- 
dinary ; efpecially when he regarded the young 
Gentleman, and fo greatly efteemed his Parent. 
Befides, having it in his Power to vifit at fo eafy a 
Rate a Country which had produced a Set of Men 
his daily Study and Admiration. Nothing can be 
faid for fuch a Step, but the fait Relifh which re- 
mained for the Company of his noble Vifitors* who 
had Wit, Wickednefs, and Money enough to de- 
bauch a Saint ; nor had he forgot the Spice of 
Flattery offered him by thofe Lords on his poetical 
Abilities ; for the leaft Praife will feduce a Poet, 
when ihfe&ed with the Itch of fcribbliog. 
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Thus determined, with a fmall Sum of Money 
which he had faved in his Tutorlhip, he polled to 
London, and became at once a Votary of Bacchus 
and Venus : for the Poets of thofe Days always 
treated the Nymphs of Pamajfus with the higheft 
and moft coftly Wines. With or without the Bottle 
he was a moft agreeable Companion, full of Wit, 
Vivacity, and Good-nature, without Vice or Ob- 
fcenity, which Mr. Gould particularly points in the 
following exalted Character : 

The Company of Beauty, Wealth, and Wine, 
Were not fo charming, not fo fweet as thine ; 
They quickly perifh'd, yours was ftill the fame, 
A lambent, but an everlafting Flame ; 
Which fomething fo refiftlefs did impart, 
It never pafs'd the Ear, but reach'd the Heart ; 
Unlike the Wretch that drives to get Efteem, 
And thinks it fine and jaunty to blafpheme, 
Nor can be witty but when God's the Theme. 
Miftaken Men (but fuch thou didft defpife) 
Who muft be wicked, to be counted wife. 
Thy Converfe from this reigning Vice was free, 
And yet 'twas truly all that Wit could be : 
None had it, but e'en with a Tear does own, 
The Soul of dear Society is gont* 
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Notwith (landing Mr. Oldham reje&ed Mr. Hicks* s 
Offer* it was not with a View to indulge his Paf- 
fions, nor did it arife from a Wearinefs of a regular 
Life ; but a noble third of Poetic Fame, and a De- 
fire of improving his Fortune ; for he certainly had 
the greateft Virtues, with the feweft Vices, and was 
in titled to the Character given by Mr. Gould, and 
feven others of fuperior Ability, among ft which 
was Mr. Dry den, who laments his being " too little, 
and too lately known to him." A Man of Mr. 
Oldham'* Parts could not be long conceal'd in 
London, before Wits would en lift him, and Block- 
heads fhun him : Nor was his Appearance a fmall 
Joy to his Croydon Vifoors, who immediately intro- 
duced him to Mr. Dryden ; but from the Propen- 
fity of his own Inclinations, he was more attached 
and intimate with the Earl of Rochefter, to whofe 
Memory he infcribed his Bion, and of whom he 
has given it as his Opinion in one of his Prefaces* 
*' That nothing could be faid or thought of to the 
" Mempry of that incomparable Perfon fo choice 
" and curious, which his deferts did not furmount ; 
" and that if it was thought mean to have bor- 
4t rowed the Senfe of anorher to praife him in, it 
" argues at the fame time a Value and Reverence ; 
" that I durft not think any thing of my own good 
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u enough for his Commendation ; conceiving it to 
" be in the Original a Piece of as much Art* 
ft Grace, and Tendernefs, as perhaps was ever 
" offered to the Ames of a Poet." He likewife 
feems fo fenfible of the Advantages received from 
the Company of Lord Rochefter, that to that in- 
comparable Perfon he attributed all his Merits ; 

If I am reckoned not unbleft in Song, 
* Tis what I owe to thy all-teaching Tongue : 
Some of thy Art, fome of thy tuneful Breath, 
Thou didft, by Will, to worthlefs me bequeath ; 
Others, thy Flocks, thy Lands, thy Riches have, 
Ta me, thou didft thy Pipe and Skill vouchfafc. 

Notwithstanding his great Attachment to th« 
Earl of Rocbefler and his Party, neverthelefs he Was 
moft affectionately carefled by William Earl op 
Kingston, who wanted much to make him his 
domeftick Chaplain, which he declined, from a 
lively Senfe of unpolite Treatment too often con- 
ferred on the Gown by Noblemen ; who keep a 
Chaplain more through Parade, than a due Refpeft 
to Learning and Religion ; and when they fhould 
be treated as generous Friends, they are too often 
only looked on as upper menial Servants ; by which 
the Dignity of the Church is lowered, and Nobi- 
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lity lofe the Opportunity of improving their Minds 
by the Converfation of the fenfible Man. Thefe 
J uft Reflexions were the Caufe of a Satire, ad-« 
dreffed to a Friend about to leave the Univerfity, in 
which is great Truth, Wit, Humour, and Eafe. 

Some think themfelves exalted to the Sky, 

If they light in fome noble Family ; 

Diet, an Horfe, and Thirty Pounds a Year, 

Befides th' Advantage of his Lord (hip's bar ; 

Little the unexperienc'd Wretch does know, 

What Slavery he oft muft undergo : 

Who, tho' in filken Scarf and Caffock dreft, 

Wears but a gayer Livery at beft ; 

When Dinner calls, the Implement muft wait, 

With holy Words to confecrate the Meat : 

Soon as the Tarts appear, Sir Crape withdraw ! 

Thofe Dainties are not for a fpi ritual Maw : 

For meer Board- Wages, fuch their Freedom fell, 

Slaves to an Hour, and Vaflals to a Bell. 

Let others, who fuch meaneffes can brook, 
Strike Countenance to ev'ry great Man's Look : 
I rate my Freedom higher, nor will I 
For Food and Rayment truck my Liberty : 
Lord of myfelf, accountable to none, 
Bat to my confeience, and my God alone : 
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I'll rather chufe to llarve at large, than be 
The gaudieft VafTal to Dependency. 

However, notwithftanding his Rejection of the 
Chaplainfhip, Lord Kingftfitt took him under his 
Patronage, and with whom he lived in the higheft 
Efteem and Friendftiip at Holme- Pier point in Not- 
tinghamjhirt ; where he died of the Small Pox the 9th 
of December, 1683, in the 30th Year of his Age. 
His Lordmip paid him the laft funeral Rites, and 
erected a handfome Monument to his Memory, with 
this infcription : 

M. S. 
Joh. Oldhami Poetae 
Quo nemo facro furore plenior, 
Nemo rebus fublimior, 
Autverbis felicius audax ; 
Cujus famam omni aevo 
Propria fatis confecrabunt carmina. 
Quern inter primos Honoratiffimi Gulielmi Comitii 
De Kingjion? sitroni fui amplexus, /^r/o/zjcorreptum* 
Hue nimis immatura mors rapuit, 
Et in Cceleftem tranftulit chorum. 
Natus apud Sbipton in agro Glcce/irenfi, 
In aula Sti. Edmundi graduatus. 

Obiit die Decembris nono, 
Anno Dom. 1683. iEtatis 30. 
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We are told the Perfon of Mr. Oldham was tall 
and thin, which was much owing to a confumptive 
Complaint, but was greatly increafed by Study : 
His Face was long, his Nofe prominent, his Afpett 
unpromifing, but Satire was in his Eye. Having 
thus pafled through the fhort Life of this moil in- 
genious Gentleman, who was ftiled by his Contem- 
poraries, " The Darling oftheMufesy" I think my- 
felf obliged to defend him from the unjufl Afper- 
fions of Mr. Woody and fay fomething on his Ge- 
nius and Writings, notwithflanding the Critical 
Review has wittily aflured the World, the Editor is 
equal to the Poet : The Editor, in return, aflures the 
Review Tribe, he would not wifti to be bleft with 
a greater Ability ; however,- he has the Confolation 
to know, that both are fuperior to the Criticks. 

The Editor of the laft Edition of Mr. Oldham's 
Works, publiflied in 1722, looks upon it as a 
Duty incumbent upon him, to defend him from 
the opprobious attacks of Anthony a' Wood, At 
that Time it might be juftly neceflary, when many 
were delirous of fullying Mr. Oldham's Character 
from his late Connexions with Men of Party, and 
more efpecially when fome of his Compofitions ap- 
peared in the World, incorredt> and without his 
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Knowledge, particularly the Satire againft Virtue, 
which no Man in his right Senfes could ever con- 
ceive to be fuch. However, our Author had fo 
much Charity for the ignorant Part of Mankind, 
that he afterwards publifhed a Counter-part, to clear 
up to thofe who could not find it out, that he did 
not mean to flatter Vice, but to traduce it by at- 
tacking it in Mafquerade. However, I look upon 
it the Thing will clear itfelf fumciently with all 
fenfible People, without making Mr. Wood of any 
Confequence, by repeating his dull, falfe Cenfures 
upon it. But notwith Handing all this, and the 
great Chaia&er Mr. Oldham died with, yet many 
will conclude him to be vicious, and corrupted by 
the Company of Lord Rochefier; who it was thought 
had Wit and Wickednefs enough to debauch the 
moil pious Hermit. Neverthelefs, we find through 
his two Years Refidence in London* amongft the 
Wits of that Lord's Party, that Mr. Oldham re- 
tained his moral Character, and if he admired his 
Abilities ever fo, yet he never fuffered his atheiftical 
Doctrines to lay hold of him, 

V Let fome admire the Fops whofe Talents lie 
" In venting dull, infipid Blafphemy ; 
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" I fwear I cannot with thofe Terms difjpenfc, 
" Nor will be damn'd for the Repute of Senfe." 

We fee in his Sunday Thoughts in Sicknefs, great 
Fervency of Prayer, Piety, Contrition, and Re- 
pentance; and I believe few Men have lived better, 
or died a more pious Chriftian than Mr. Oldham, 

Mr. Oldham certainly pofTefTed much Learning, 
Wit, Genius, and Judgment; but in his Imita- 
* tions of the Clafficks, and fome other French Poets, 
he was more fedulous to retain the Meaning of his 
Author, than nice in his Rhimes or Numbers : 
But where Harmony is wanting, we find ftrong 
Senfe, Satire, Wit, and Humour ; particularly in 
thofe Imitations of Horace and Boileau. Thefe 
he was confcious were wanting in Metre ; which 
the World called a Fault, though he never allowed 
it to be fuch ; and when cenfured for fuch careleff- 
nefs, he would reply, " I confefs I did not fo much 
" mind the Cadence, as the Senfe and Expreflive- 
" nefs of my Words, and therefore chofe not thofe 
" which were beft difpofed to placing themfelves 
*' in Rhime, but rather the moft keen and tuant, 
*• as being the moft fuitable to my Argument. 

Howbeit, to dew the Way I took was out of 
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" choice, not want of Judgment, and that my 
" Genius is not wholly incapable of performing 
*' upon more gay Subjects." Which is literally ve- 
rified in his two Greek Paftorals of Bion and Adonis, 
Imitations from OvM, and many other fugitive 
Pieces. But, without waiting the Approbation of 
the Inquijitors* I (hall recommend his Satires on the 
Jefuits, and call them fuperior to any Compoiition 
of a iimilar kind in thefe Times. His Tranflation 
of the Cup of Anacreon has always met univejfal 
Applaufe ; as well as his Drunkards Speech, and 
his Cartlefs Fellow. But enumerating the Beautie* 
of Oldham* is as endlcfs as counting the Abfurdi- 
ties of fuch Critieks who are humoroufly defcribed 
in his Character of an ugly old Prieft. We fhould 
likewife recollect, that in the Time of Mr. Old* 
ham's Life, that Harmony of Numbers was not fo 
much attended to, nor did Englijh Poetry arrive at 
that Standard of Mufick, till Mr. Pope's correct 
ChalHty of Rhimes made it unfalhonable to be 
otherwife ; though Mr. Churchill always preferred 
the nervous Majefty of Dryden (whom he ftiles the 
great High-Prieft of all the Nine) to the meafured 
Regularity of Mr. Pope : And fince I have intro- 
duced the Name of Mr. Churchill here, I fhall 
take notice of fome Similitude between him and 
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Mr. Oldham, to give frefti Vigour to the Flail of 
the Criticks : I do not mean Similitude in regard 
to the Excellence of Compofition, for then the 
Laurel is due to Mr. Churchill. 

We find Mr. Oldham intirely unknown to the 
World till Lord Rochefierh Vifit to him at Croydon, 
in the twenty-feventh Year of his Age: — when, 
like a fhort-lived Meteor, he made a great Blaze, 
and withdrew. Till the fame Years did Mr. 
Churchill continue in a fmall obfcure Curacy, which 
he quitted upon his Father's Invitation to St. John's 
Church in Weftminfter> where he was chofen Tutor 
to fome young Gentlemen ; and in that Capacity 
acquitted himfelf to their Advantage, and the great 
Satisfaction of their Friends. With the Affiftance 
of this, and the Emoluments of the Church, Mr. 
Churchill enjoyed a genteel Livelihood, until an 
imprudent Branch of his Family involved him in 
new Misfortunes. But as I do not mean to give 
the Life of that celebrated Genius, I (hall proceed 
to obferve, he often told me, in private Converfa- 
tion, that he had compofed, from his fifteenth 
Year, a Number of poetical Pieces, all which were 
lent to Magazines ; and other periodical Compofi- 
tions ; but none of them were taken any notice of 
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till Kis Publication of the Rofciad,*-± which, like 
the Satires on thejefuits, made a great Eclat. Thefe 
Gentlemen's Thoughts on Independency were equally 
noble and fublime, though the Harmony of their 
Numbers are not to be fet in a Competition with 
each other. 

«* Let the weak Batd, With prollituted Strain, 
" Praife that proud Scot, whom all good men 
" di&ain; 

" What's his Reward ? Why,his own Fame undone, 

" He may obtain a Patent for the Run 

*' Of his Lord's Kitchen, and have ample Time* 

" With OfFal fed, to court the Cook in Rhime ; 

" Or (if he ftrives true Patriots to difgraee) 

" May at the fecond Table get a Place, 

tc With fomewhat greater Slaves alldw'd to dine, 

*« And play at Crambo o'er his Gill of Wine." 

Churchill's Independence. 

" Little the unexperienc'd Wretch does know* 
" What Slavery he oft muft undergo : 
" When Dinner calls, the Implement muft wait, 
" With holy Words* to confecrate the Meat ; 
" But hold it for a Favour feldom known, 
" If he be deign'd the Honour to fit down. 

b 
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«« The menial Thing, perhaps, for a Reward, 

" Is to fome (lender Benefice preferr'd, 

« c With this Provifo bound, that he muft wed *% 

" My Lady's antiquated Chamber-maid, C 

<c In drefling only fkill'd, and Mar me lade, 3 

" I rate my Freedom higher, nor will I, 

" For Food or Rayment, truck my Liberty." 

Oldham to his Friend. 



«« If he, of ail the Heroes of his Line, 
«« Which in the Regiller of Story fhine, 
«« Can offer nothing to the World's Regard 
•'But mouldy Parchments, which the Worms have 
" fpar'd; 

" Who, befides empty Titles of high Birth, 
" Has no Pretence to any thing of worth, 
" Shou'd proudly wear the Fame, which others 
" fought, 

<c And boaft of Honour, which himfelf ne'er got. 
" Virtue's the certain Mark, by Heav'n defign'd, 
" That's always ftampt upon a noble Mind : 
" If you from fuch illuftrious Worthies came, 
" By copying them, your high Extract proclaim. 
" In the blefs'd ftate of infant Time unknown, 
" When Glory fprung from Innocence alone, 



Digitized by 



MR. JOHN OLDHAM. xlx 



4t Each from his Merits only, Title drew, 
" And that alone made Kings and Nobles too. 
" Then fcorning borrow'd Helps to prop his Name, 
" The Hero from himfelf deriv'd his Fame. 
" 'Tis now thought mean, and much beneath a 
" Lord 

" To be an honeft Man, and keep his Word ; 
" But he that's rich, is prais'd at his full Rate, 
" And tho' he once cry'd Small-Coal in the Street. 
" Guthrie, by Help of Chronicle, fhail trace 
" An hundred Barons of his ancient Race." 

Oldham's Satire on Nobility. 

€t But let not Pride and Prejudice mifdeem, 
" And think that empty Titles are my Theme ; 
c « Titles, with roe, are vain, and nothing worth, 
c * I rev'rence Virtue, but I laugh at Birth. 
" 'Tis not the Title, whether handed down 
** From Age to Age, or flowing from the Ciown 
** In copious Streams on recent Men, who came 
* 8 From Stems unknown, and Sires without a Name; 
" 'Tis not the Star which our great Edward gave, 
'* To mark the Virtuous, and reward the Brave, 
" Blazing without, whilft a bafe Heart within 
" Is rotten to the Core with Filth and Sin. 

Churchill's Independence. 
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" It cannot be— whether I will, or no, 

" Such as they are, my Thoughts in Meafure flow. 

«' Convinc'd, determin'd, I in Profe begin, 

« c But e'er I write one Sentence, Verfe creeps in, 

*< And taints me thro* and thro' ; by this good Light, 

" In Verfe I talk by Day, and dream by Night ; 

*< If now and then I curfe, my Curfes chime, 

«« Nor can I pray, unkfs I pFay in Rhime, 

«« E'en now I err, in fpite of common Senfe, 

" And my Confeffion doubles my Offence. 

•« Verfe I abjure, nor will forgive that Friend, 

4t Who in my Hearing fhall a Rhime commend." 

Churchill'-s Journey. 

" Oft have I try'd (Heav'n knows) to mortify 
** This vile and wicked Lull of Poetry : 
" But Hill unconquer'd, it remains within, 
" Fix'd as a Habit, or fome darling Sin. . 
"Nay (God forgive me) when I fay my Pray'rs, 
«• I fcarce can help polluting them with Verfe. 
«« Little I thought, my deareft Friend, that you 
" Would thus contribute to my Ruin too." 

Oldham's Letter to a Friend. 

I mall not detain the Reader any longer with 
Comments upon thefe Poets Works, but leave a 
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flri&er Examination to ibrae more curious ;— but 
if their Compofiiions are found to have no Simili- 
tude, their Lives and Deaths were much alike ; each 
burfting into Life nearly of an Age, mining for 
the fame Period of Time, and finking with univer- 
fal Efleem. I cannot offer any Encomiums to the 
Memory of Mr. Oldham equal to thofe which fol- 
low from many celebrated Hands ; — It is fufficient 
for me to fay, his Works are a Monument, above 
that which the Earl of Kingfton ere&ed to his 
Fame and Worth. 

Waller to the Memory of Oldham, written at 
Wiltwi t in the Year 1684. 

Hail, gen'rous Poet, whom great Wilmot lov'd, 
Whofc fteady r/j ieadfhip gentle Dorset prov'd ; 
Whom Sedley courted , D r y d e n deignM to praife, . 
Whom Burnet call'd the Luftre of his Days ; 
Whom Kingston honour'd, and his Mindpreferr'd, 
And with the Worthies of his Race interr'd. 

Thou who gave one green Sprig to matchlefs Ben, 
And Homer made indebted to thy Pen ! 
Shew'd Hor ace with that Judgment which he fung, 
And Ovid's Love flow'd mended from thy Tongue; 

b3 
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So foft you tun'd the rural Maro's Lays, 
That Amaryllis muft have deign'd to praife: 
Thou didfl not catch alone the Fire and Rage 
Of Juvenal, to grace thy nervous Page, 
But turn'd it loofe to fconrge a frantic Age. 
And yet in all fuch gentle manners fhone, 
That modeft Virtue claim'd thee for her own, 
How old in Virtue, yet how young in Time, 
Oh<! hadft thou liv'd the fteep of life to climb, 
Fame had exalted thy immortal Verfe, 
For Worlds to honour, and thy Praife rehearfe ! 
Free in Expreflion, and in Knowledge deep : 
No lazy Smoothnefs lull'd thy Thoughts to Sleep I 
No leaden Numbers floated down thy Stream 
Of Helicon, but with a furious Theme, 
And rapid verfe, bore flimfy Rhime before, 
And drove corrected Dulnefs from the Shore ; 
So keen in Satire, and fo clear in wit, 
Kings (hall be proud to own what Oldham writ. 
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PREFACE. 

A juft Ciitick fliould be as impartial and upright 
as a found Judge. A Judge of unfliaken Honour 
and Integrity, fliould not be bia:Ted by any partial 
Feelings \ his Decree upon all Caufes fliould flow 
immediately from the Heart; unfullied by Prejudice, 
and not mudded by the Humour and Colour of the 
Times. In like Manner a Critick in his Garret, 
funounded with Cobwebs, as fine and lading as 
Penelope's web, fliould aft on his three-legged ltool, 
and the Bellows his Defk, with the fame Candour, 
Truth, Honour, and Impartiality, as the Judge in 
Jiis Elbow Chair, robed in the Ermine Pride of his 
Office and Appointment. The Judgment of the 
Judge condemns, or releafes the Prifoner ; the De- 
cree of the Critic k condemns * or recommends the 
Author. But let the Cafe be ever fo criminal, 
would not that Judge be culpable, who fliould con- 
demn an accufed and fufpefted Perfon before he faw 
him, and queflioned him on the Crime for which 
he was committed. In like Manner that Critic^ 
mull be cenfured, who can wantonly condemn an 

b + 
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Author and his Work, before they appear in the 
World ; unlefs the Infamy of their Function en- 
titles them in a free State, to the infamous Autho- 
rity and Appellation of Inquifitors General. My 
Intentions of republiftiing the Works of Mr. Old- 
kam> can never appear out of a lucrative or hono- 
rary View: but through a generous intention of 
fhatching from the Ruins of Time aft Author of 
Wit, Learning, Judgment, and Genius : Not that 
I mean by any prefatory Praife to heighten the Poet 
in the Opinion of the World ; enough has been al- 
ready faid by his Contemporaries ; therefore my 
Encomiums on his Life and Works would be as tri- 
vial, as the Cen Aires of the Critical Reviewers. , 
When I fent the Sailer's Litters abroad into the 
World, they immediately became like their Matter* 
— the Sport of every wanton Blafl:, — and amongft 
the repeated Storms which availed them, they could 
never think of efcaping a periodical Hurricane 
from the Critical Quarter ; but how far they had 
a Right to condemn Mr. O Mam's Works, or the 
Editor, before they were fubmitted to the View of 
the World, I leave to the Decifion of the Juft and 
Generous. By republishing Mr. otdkam*s Remains, 
with no other Addition than forae hiftorical Notes, 
cannot appear to be thought a View of Fame ; aod 
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from the fmall Knowledge the World entertains of 
the Author, a Sale could never be extenfrve enough 
to gain any great Emolument; therefore I meant a 
Tribute to his Memory, for I admire the Writings 
and the Chara&er of the Man ; and if any other 
Gentlemen will do him more Juftke and Honour, I 
will return him my moil finceie thanks. It is hard 
to define from what Caufe we became fuch inve- 
terate Enemies, but we are certainly parallel Lines, 
oppofite, and determined to oppofe, upon all Oc- 
cafions : For my own Part, I declare a perpetual 
War againft the two Reviews ; a Set of Men, who 
can trample on the Laws of Wit, Genius, Honour, 
and Truth, with the fame Eafeas they can {cribble. 
Although thefe very Inquifitors> on foaae of my 
anonymous Compofttions, have bellowed the mod ela- 
borate Praife, declaring my Poetry and Similies 
not only fine, but evea elegant and heantifuU If 
the Reader is not Curious enough to attend to thefe 
Inve&ives, let him proceed to much better Matter, 
in the Compqiitions of Mr. Oldkam. 
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The Declaration of War against TrtE 
two Reviews, 

Edward, by the Grace of Phoebus, Prince of 
Pindus, Helicon, and Parnaffus, Bard, Defender 
of the Rights of Poets, &c. &c. 

• Be it for evermore known unto you, ye hirelings 
of Ink, Scriblers to the two Revienvsy that, we in 
our Hearts and Minds declare ye Enemies to the 
Sons of Apollo, and as fuch wage an eternal War 
with ye and Dullnefs ; declaring before the 
Threfhold of Jove's Court, in the Prefence of 
Pbcebus and the whole Pantheon* that we will never 
let our Pens dry, nor (heath the literary Inftru- 
ments of War, until like the Jefuits, we have ex- 
tirpated your whole Gang, connTcated your Prefles, 
and drove you and your Devils to the Shades of 
endlefs Darknefs, beyond the ileepy Pool of Ob* 
livion. 

Given under our Hands, this 12 th day of 
June, 1769, at our Court of Caflaly. 

EDWARD. 
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No Perfon can have reafons to doubt (unlefs a 
Reviewer) the private or moral Character of Mr. 
John Oldham, when we find him in the early Part 
of a College Life efteemed for his Goodnefs, So- 
briety, and Virtue ; nor can even a Reviewer dis- 
pute the Integrity of his Manners, when he was 
three Years Uflier to a publick School, and fuc- 
ceflively Tutor to the Youth of three diftinguiftied 
Families ; nor dare they have the brazen Impu- 
dence to carp at his Abilities, when he was pri- 
vately vifited in an obfcure Retreat by thofe Men 
of profound Wit, Genius, and Learning, Dorfet, 
Rochefler, Sedley, Detibum, &c, efteemed till the 
Day of his Death by them and many more. How- 
ever, of later Days, few Men, with even Talents 
fuperior to Mr. Oldham, have left their Characters 
£o highly applauded and recorded. Mr. Dry dan 
honoured his Genius and his Friend ihip ; and the 
following Lines add more to his Honour, than Vo- 
lumes of Fallacies written by fuch Pedlars of 
Criticifm. 

Farewel too little, and too lately known, 
Whom I began to think and call my own ; 
For fure our Souls were near ally'd ; and thine 
Caft in the fame poetick Mould with mine. 
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early ripe I to thy abundant Store, 
"What could advancing Age have added more* 
It might (what Nature never gives the Young) 
Have, taught the Smoothnefs of thy native Tongue. 
But Satire needs not thofr, and Wit will ikine 
Through the harih Cadence of a rugged Lme. 
Once more, bail and farewel ; farewel, thou young, 
But ah too fhort, MarceUvs of onr Tongue ; 

Thy Brows with Ivy, and with Laurel bound ; 
But Fate and gloomy Night encompafs thee around. 

J. Dryden. 

Was there ever a Head of your AfFes Herd de- 
fer ved one Word of fuch Praife ; or have your Souls 
a Ray of Friendfhip to entitle you to. the fabfequent 
Characters. 

We wiflx foe Life, not thinking of its Cares, 

1 mourn his Death, the Lofs of fueh a Friend ; 
But for himfelf, he died in the beft Hour, 
And carried with him every Man's Applaufe. 

Anonymous. 

Never did' Soul of a coelelHal Birth 
Inform a puree Piece of Earth. 
> Even thou, 
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Of whom fo loudly Fame has fpoke 
In the Records of her immortal Book. 

Flatman. 

Death is thy Gain, — that Thought affects me moft 
I care not what th' ill-natur'd World has loft, 
For Wit with thee expir'd, &c. 

Tate. 

His Wit in his immortal Verfe appears, 
Many his Virtues were, though few his Years ; 
Adieu, thou modefi. Type of perfect Man, Sec. 

DuftFET. 

Your daily Pleafure, and your nightly Theme, 

Is now no more ; the Youth is dead ; 

The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled ; 

In Love how foft, in Satire how fevere ; 

In Paflion moving, and in Rage auftere : 

Virgil in Judgment, Ovid in delight, 

An eafy Thought, with a Moeonian flight ; 

Andrews. 

Hornet in fweetnefs, Juvenal in Rage, 
Acd even BykUs mull each Heart engage ! 
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Juft in his Praifes, and what moil defire, 
Would flatter none for Greatnefs, Love, or Hire ; 
Humble, tho' courted, and what's rare to fee, 
Of wond'rous Worth, yet wond'rous Modefty. 
So far from Often tati on did he feem, 
That he was meaneft in his own Efteem. 



Wit was the Theme, which he did well defcribe, 
With Modefty unufual to his Tribe, &c. 

Anonymous. 

Oldham! the Man that could with Judgment write, 
Our Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight. 
Oh noble Kingfton / had thy lovely Gueft, 
With a long Stock of Youth and Life been bleft ; 
But oh the Date is fliort of mighty Worth, 
And Angels never tarry long on Earth. 



How vain are thofe who would obfcure thy Fame, 
By giving out thy Verfe was rough and lame ; 
They would have Satire their Companion move, -j 
And writ fo pliant, nicely, foft, and fmooth, ( 
As if the Mufe were in a Flux of Love. J 



Andrews. 



Wood, 
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But who, of Beaux, and Knaves, and Fools would 
fing, ; 

Muft Force, ,and Fire, and Indignation bring ; 
For 'tis no Satire, if it has no Sting ; 
In fhort, who in that Field would famous be* 
Mud think and write like Juvenal and thee. 

Gould. 

To thefe Jist*nortal Teltimonies of his Ability 
and Characliai^ let us add the private Friendihip 
and Elteein fhewn him by the Earl of Kingfton* 
who interred his Body, attended his Funeral as 
chief Mourner, and erected an elegant Monument 
to his Memory, with that Infcription mentioned 
in his Life. 

Tell me, ye Cowards, who flculk until the Clofe 
of Day, and are afraid to confefs your paltry Oc- 
cupations ; like Spanifh Bravoes, flab Genius in 
the Dark, and cenfure Characters for Hire. Is 
there a Man among ye can produce a Satire like 
Mr. Oldham's ? Or have you one Friend to beftow 
an Elegy, a Coffin, a Monument, or an Infcrip- 
tion ? Can ye boaft the Acquaintance of Men of 
Learning, Noblemen, or even Men of Character? 
Can you live like Oldham, write like him, think 
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like fettn, or die like him ? Bat how ungenerous, 
how beneath the Chradter of a Critic, to attack 
the Characters of the Dead. My Sailors Letters 
were open to your Cenfure, and you poured your 
hotteft Venom upon them, which greatly raifed 
their Fame, helped them through two Editions, 
<and for which the Publisher is highly obliged to 
you. But Mr. Oldham's Works were only adver- 
tifed ; now they are publiflied ; tear them, mangle 
them, exert your utmoft Gall to deftroy them iii 
the Opinion of the World ; rave, rant, and worry; 
fee fcurrilous ; be yourfelves ; be literally Knaves ; 
your Rage and Indignation will be as vain as the; 
Waves in a Storm on a rocky Coaft ; ytfu wiH 
blow your Blaft ; Oldham will Hand unfhaken, and 
I, his Editor, when neither a Review or a Reviewer 
^re remembered. 

Oldham to a Reviewer, or Printer of a Review* 

Dull and unthinking, hadft thou none but me 
To plague, and urge to thine own Infamy ! 
Perhaps thou hop'dft that thy Obfcurity 
Should be thy Safe-guard, and fecure thee free. 
Know, Wretch, I mean from thence to fetch thee out, 
Like fentene'd Felons, to bedrag'd about; 
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Torn, mangled, and expos'd to Scorn and Shame, 
I mean to hang, and gibbet up thy Name. 

The Plague of Poets, Rags and Poverty, 
Debts, Writs, Arrefts, and Serjeants light on thee ; 
For others bound, mayft thou to Durance go, 
Condemn'd to Scraps, and begging with a Shoe : 
And mayft thou never from a Jail get free, 
Till thou fwear out thyfelf by Perjury : 
Forlorn, abandon'd, pitilefs, and poor 
Asa pawn'd Cully, or a mortgag'd Whore. 
Mayft thou an Halter want for thy Redrefs, 
Forc'd to fteal Hemp to end thy Miferies, t 
And damn thyfelf to baulk the Hangman's Fees. J 

Mr. Oldham moft certainly forfaw fome Scribbler 
would attack his Memory, and compofed the above 
Lines for me to prefent them, whenever the Wretch 
durft crawl from his Den ; as fuch, I prefent my 
Compliments to the fage Critical Reviewer, and beg 
his Peru/al of the above Card. 

In the Courfe of my Refidence in London^ I have 
once or twice by the greateft Chance difcovered 
fome Authors of the Reviews, particularly after Mrx 
Churchill had publifhed his Apology to the Author of 
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the Critical Review, when many, afhamed of the 
Occupation, crawled out as filent as poffible for 
fear of being gibbeted up to Shame by that inr 
comparable Satirift ; particularly Mr. M — , who 
confidering the Force he had to oppofe with his 
fmall Army, made a wife, fafe, and prudent Re- 
treat. Mr. R— , a Schoolmafter at Chifwick^ 
finding the Way grew dirty, refigned in favoui of 
the Reverend Mr. L — , who had then an Oppor- 
tunity of dragging himfelf up the Hill of Fame^ 
by cooing Praifes on his own Effusions ; but 
this Gentleman being rather defervedly and fe- 
verely handled by Mr. Churchill, grew more mild 
in the decline of his reign. 

Critics commence, and write in the Reviews, 
Write without tremor, Griffiths cannot read ; 
No fool can fail, when Langhorn can fucceed. 

Churchill's Independence. 

One Morning Mr. £ — paid a formal Vifit to 
the Bifiop of Gloucejier, for his Lordftiip's Opinion 
of a Tragedy he had written : his Lordlhip, after 
bellowing fome uncommon Encomiums on the 
Compofuion, alked Mr. L — how he could de- 
grade himfelf, and profluute his Pen by being con- 
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cerned in fo infamous a work as a Review ? Af- 
ter which Interview, we find Mr. L— , for his 
Theodofius to Conftantia, and fome well-timed De- 
dications, prefented with the Degree of DoBor of 
Divinity, and made Preacher to Lincoln' s-lnn Cha- 
pel. And we conclude from thefe Circumftances, 
that he refigned his Poft of a Reviewer. I fup- 
pofe Mr. L — took the Advice of his Lordftiip, 
as the Character of a Reviewer was incompatible 
with the office of Divinity, the one being all 
Mildnefs, Meeknefs, Chriftian Charity, and Good- 
will towards Men ; the other fcurrilous Abufe, Fa- 
lacres, Detraction, Backbiting, Scandal, and De- 
famation. The next Gentleman I met with was Mr, 
William Gutbry (who now ftiles himfelf E/quire) 
who the Lieutenants of the Navy had judicioujly 
chofen to be their Secretary, to draw up their Pe- 
titions and Memorials to the King, the Duke of 
York, Lord Bute, Sec. for an Increafe of Half-pay ; 
for which great Service he received fifty Pounds 
At this time Mr. Gutbry was in difgrace for his 
Peerage, which, like the *Tale of the Bear and 
Fiddle, began, but broke off in the Middle, to 
the Disappointment of thofe Subfcribers who had 
paid their Money : But Mr. Gutbry made fo many 
egregious Blunders, by marrying two Men toge- 
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ther, two Women together, making Males preg- 
nant, and Females bring forth, after they were 
dead, that Mr. Churchill, for the fake of the Pub- 
lic, generoufly made Mr. Gutkry's quietus by the 
following humorous Lines : 

Is there not Guthrie, who like him, can call 
All Oppofites to proof, and conquer all ? 
He calls forth living Waters from the Rock : 
He calls forth Children from a barren Stock ; 
He far beyond the Springs of Nature led, 
Makes Women bring forth after they are dead ; 
He on a curious, new, and happy Plan, 
In Wedlock's facred Bands joins Man to Man ; 
And, to complete the whole, moft ftrange, yet true, 
By fome rare Magic, makes them fruitful too; 
Whilft from their Loins, in the due Courfe of Years, 
Flows the rich Blood of Guthrie's Englijb Peers v 

-The Author, p. 40. 

Mr. Churchill had not been dead two Years, be- 
fore this Genius wakes from his Trance, and crawls 
along, lean, lank Ghoft out of his Sepulchre, com- 
mences Reviewer, and iflues Propofals for a Hiftory 
of Scotland in Numbers, and by his own happy Re- 
commendation of it, proves it to be fuperior to any 
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thing extant. But, in pity to the Public, I lhall 
make ufe of proper Exorcifms for the laying of this 
Gboft, whofe Works are abfolutely as much a Sha- 
dow as himfelf ; and though he takes fb much Pains 
by dating his Propofals from London, to convince 
the World of his Exiftence, yet I aflure you he is 
as dead as Patridge the Almanack-maker. I there- 
fore fuppofe, to carry on the Deception the better, 
he has rejected plain William Guthrie, for William 
Guthrie, Efq; but be allured, good Folks, he is as 
much an Apparition as that "William who flood 
" at Margaret's * Feet. 19 

So defpicable is the Character of a Drawcanfir 
grown, that to my Knowledge the Proptietors of 
the Review have waited on many Men of Letters, 
to be afliftent in the periodical Work without Suc- 
cefs : promifmg them much folid Pudding, againit 
empty Praife. Upon my Return to London, I (hall 
make it my Bufmefs to ferret out the reft of thefe li- 
terary Rats ; concluding this Subject with an Anec- 
dote which paffed in a Bookfeller's Shop. One Day, 
mentioning to an extempore Bookfeller my intentions 

* I fuppofe the next Review will aflert, it was Mar* 

garet ftood at William"* Feet. 

c 3 
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of republiftiing Mr. Oldham's Works, a lean, tall, 
yellow, political, periodical Poet, in a low fepul- 
chred Tone, uttered, or feemed to utter, the fub- 
fequent execrable Pun; "You had better take 
" away the Ham, Sir, and leave the Old." To 
which the Bookfeller replied, " You appear to me, 
" Sir, as if Bread and Ham had been taken' from 
" you thefe ten Years." And it vaniftied. 

I lhall now difcharge this Subjecl with a Billet- 
doux in Verfe, a/Turing thefe Reviewers, it lhall be 
the Labour of my Hands and Head to reform, cor- 
rect, and chaftife them upon all Occasions, and 
wherever I meet them. 



A Billet-doux, to the Critical Review. 

Tbomp/on prefents this gentle Billet-doux, 
To the Compilers of that chafte Review : 
He is their Foe, fuch to the World he writ, 
Since they have wag'd eternal War with Wit. 
With them he wages now immortal War, 
Genius commands in a triumphant Car ; 
His Troops bold flaming Satires, fit to tear 
Down Prejfesy and to feed the bawdy Air 
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With blotted difmal Reams of inky Hue, 
Nor fparc one paultry Page of one Review ! 
Terms of Capitulation won't be heard, 
Nor will his Heart by Poet's Tears be ftirr'd ; 
Pens, Ink, and Paper, Printers, Devils all, 
Shall, by one general Crufh, in Ruin fall : 
He'll give no Quarters to the Critick Cry, 
No Veftige (hall remain beneath the Sky ; 
Poppies mall flourifti where their Prefles flood* 
And ev'ry Dunce be hid in native mud. 
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The Author might here (according to the lau- 
dable Cuftom of Prefaces) entertain the Reader 
with a Difcourfe of the Original, Progrefs, and 
i Rules of Satire, and let him underftand, that he 
has lately read Cafaubon, and feveral other Criticks 
upon the Point ; but at prefent he is minded to 
ware it, as a Vanity he is in no wife fond of. His 
only Intent now is, to give a brief account of what 
he publiflies, in order to prevent what Cenfures he 
forefees may colourably be paft thereupon : And 
that is, as foil owe th : 

What he calls the Prologue, is an Imitation of 
Perfius, who has prefixed fomewhat by that Name 
before his Book of Satires, and may ferve for pretty 
good Authority. The firft Satire he drew by Sylla's 
Ghoft in the great Jon/on*, which may be per- 
ceived by fome Strokes and Touches therein, how- 
ever (hort they come of the Original. In the fe- 
cond, he only followed the Swing of his own Ge- 

# See Catalme, a Tragedy, by Ben Jon/on. 
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iiius, the Defign, and fome Pafiages of the 
rr/f^« of Buchanan f. Which ingenions Confeffion 
he thinks fit to make, to fbew he has more Mo- 
defty than the common Padders in Wit of thefe 
Times. He doubts there may be fome few Mis- 
takes in Chronology therein, which for Want of 
Books he could not inform himfelf in* If the fkil- 
ful Reader meet with any fuch, he may the more 
eafily pardon them upon that Score. Whence he 
had the Hint of the fourth, is obvious to all, that 
are any thing acquainted with Horace. And with- 
out the Authority of fb great a President, the 
making of an Image fpeak, is but an ordinary 
Miracle in Poetry. He expedb that fome will tax 
him of Buffoonery, and turning holy Things into 
Ridicule. But let them read how feverely Arno- 
biusy La&antius, Minutius Felix, and the graved 
Fathers, have rallied the Fopperies and Superftitions 
of the Heathen, and then confider, whether thofe 
which he has chofen for his Argument, are not as wor- 
thy of Laughter. The only Difference is, that they 
did it in Profe, as he does in Verfe, where perhaps 
'tis the more allowable. 

As for the next Poem, (which is the moft liable 
to Cenfure) though the World has given it the 

t Vid. Buchanani Poemata, Francifcani Sc Fr aires. 
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Name of the Satire againft Virtue, he declares It 
was never defigned to that Intent, how apt foever 
feme may be to wreft it. And this appears by what 
is faid after it, and is difcernable enough to all, 
that have the Senfe to underftand it. It was meant 
to abnfe thofe, who valued t hem fe Ives upon their 
Wit and Parts, in prating Vice ; and to ihew that 
others of fober Principles, if they would take the 
fame Liberty in Poetry, could drain as high Rants 
in Profanenefs as they. At firft he intended it not 
for the Publick, nor to pafs beyond the Privacy of 
two or three Friends, but feeing it had the Fate to 
ileal abroad in Manufcript, and afterwards in Print, 
without his Knowledge ; he now thinks it a Juftice 
due to his own Reputation, to have it come forth 
without thofe Faults, which it has faffered from 
Tranfcribers and the Prefs hitherto, and which make 
it a worfe Satire upon himfelf, than upon what it 
was defigned. 

Something fhould be faid too of the laft Trifle *, 
if it were worth it. It was occafioned upon read- 
ing the late Tranflations of Ovid's Epiftles, which 
gave him a Mind to try what he could do upon a 
like Subjeft. Thofe being already foreftalled, he 

• The Pajfm of BjbUs. 
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has thought fit to make Choice of the fame Poet, 
whereon perhaps he has taken too much Liberty* 
Had he feen Mr. Sandy's Tranflation # before he be- 
gan, he never durft have ventured : Since he has, 
and finds Reafon enough to defpair of his Under* 
taking. But now it is done, he is loth to burn it, 
and chufes rather .to give fomebody elfe the Trouble* 
The Reader may do as he pleafes ; either like it, 
or put it to the Ufe of Mr. Jordan $ Works f. It 
is the firft attempt he ever made in this kind, and 
likely enough to be the laft, his Vein (if he may be 
thought to have any) lying another Way. 

• Of Octets Metamorphofis, f A fcribbling Player 
in the Reign of King Charles I. who wrote four very 
indifferent Dramatic Pieces ; i. The Walks of Iflington 
and Hogfdon, with the Humours of Wood-flreet Compter* 
2. Monefs an Afs. 3. Fancy s Fejfwals, 4.. Me£alina % 
a Tragedy. $ 
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Whom I began to think and call my dwn, 
For fure our Souls were near ally'd ; and thirrfi 
Caft in the fame Poetick Mould with mine: * 
One common Note on either Lyre did ftrike, 
And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike : 
To the fame Goal did both our Studies drive, 
The laft fet out, the fooneft did arrive. 
Thus Ni/us * fell upon the flippery Place, 
While his young Friend perform'd and won theRace. 
O early ripe ! to thy abundant Store 
What could advancing Age have added more ? 
It might (what Nature never gives the Young) 
Have taught the Smoothnefs of thy native Tongue. 

* Ni/us, famous in Virgil for his Friendfliip with Eu- 
ryalus, with whom he loft his Life ; the moving Account 
©f which fee in Virgil's Ninth Book of his jEneis. 
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But Satire needs not thofe, and Wit will mine 
Through the harm Cadence of a rugged Line, 
A noble Error, and. but feldom made, 
When Poets are by too much Force betray'd. 
Thy gen'rous Fruits, tho'gather'd ere their Prime, 
Still ihew'd a Quicknefs ; and maturing Time, 
But mellows what we write, to the dull Sweets of 
Rhime. 

Once more hail, and farewel ; farewel, thou young. 
But ah too fhort, Marcellus of our Tongue ; 
Thy Brows with Ivy and with Laurels bound ; 
But Fate and gloomy Night encompafs thee around* 

John Dryden. 
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JtloC) o Fiat or 9 marmore condita 
Char a recumbunt Exvvia bre*vem 
Fiventis (ob ! fors dura) <vitam, 
Pracoce caelum animd peteniis. 

Nec prapedita eft Mens ceteris diu 9 
Quin Pufiularum mille tumoribus 
Ejfloruit, porti/que mille 
P rapes iter patefecit ahum. 

Mufarum Alumnus jam fuit, artibus 
Injlruclus almis, quas, Jludio pio, 
Atque aure quam fidd repoftas* 
Oxonii coluit Parentis. 

Hie quadriennis pramia Filii 
Digrius recepi 9 Feller a Candida , 

Collati Honoris Jzgna, necnon, 
lnnocui Jmulacra cordis. 




Digitized by 



Google 



AUTHORI EPITAPHIUM. xlvii 



Jpfum Helicona fcatere <vidiu 

Nunc pura <veri Flumina per/picit-, 
Nunc mira Mundi femina concipit, 
P.ulchrafque prima e ui figurns. 
In fpeculo /pedes, ere ante. 

At Tu 9 Viator, Numtna pofcito, 
- JJt diffblutis reliquiis 9 <vdga 

Dum mens remtgret, detur — ah ! fit 
Terra levis, placidufque fomnm. 




Sed mane montis fumma cacumina 
Afcendit ardens, Pierio jugo 
In/edit, at que ore multo 
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VERSE 

ON THE DEARTH OF 

MR. JOHN OLDHA 
BY SEVERAL HANDS. 
A PINDARIC PASTOAL ODE. 

Undoubtedly 'tis thy peculiar Fate, 
Ah, miferable Aftragon ! 

Thou art condemn'd alone, 
To bear the Burden of a wretched Life ; 
Still in this howling Wildernefs to roam, 
While all thy Bofom Friends unkindly go, 
And leave thee to lament them here below. 

Thy dear Alexis would not flay, 
Joy of thy Life, and Pleafure of thine Eyes, 

Dear Alexis went away, 

With an invincible Surprize ; 
Th* angelic Youth early diflik'd this State, 
And chearfully fubmirted to his Fate, 
Never did Soul of a celeftial Birth 

Inform a purer Piece of Earth. 
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O that 'twere not in vain 
To wifh, what's paft might be retriev'd again ? 
Thy Dotage, thy Alexis, then 
Had anfwer'd all thy Vows and Pray'rt, 
And crown'd with pregnant Joys thy Silver Hairi, 
Lov'd to this Day among the living Sons of Men. 

And thou, my Friend, haft left me too, 
Menalcas! poor Menalcas! even thou, 
Of whom fo loudly Fame has fpoke 
In the Records of her immortal Book ; 
Whofe difregarded Worth Ages to come 
Shall wail with Indignation o'er thy Tomb. 
Worthy wert thou to live, as long as Vice 
Should need a Satire, that the frantic Age 
Might tremble at the La(h of thy poetic Rage. 
Th'untutor'd World in After-times 
May live uncenfur'd for their Crimes, 
Freed from the Dreads of thy reforming Pen, 

Turn'd to old Chaos once again. 
Of all th'inftructive Bards, whofe more than T/?elan 
Lyre, 

Could favage Souls, with manly Thoughts infpire, 

Menalcas worthy was to live, 
Say you, his Fellow-Shepherds that furvive, 

d 
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Tell me, you mournful Swains, 
Has my aior 9 AMenalcas left behind, 

In all thefe penfive Plains, 
A gentler Shepherd, with a braver Mind ? 
Which of you all did more majeltic fhow, 
Or wore the Garland on a fweeter Brow ? 

But wayward Aft r agon refolves no more 

The Lofs of his Menalcas to deplore : 
He's altogether bleft ; 
Where no Clouds overwhelm his Breaft, 
No Midnight-Cares can break his Reft ; 
For all is everlafting, chearful Dawn. 

The Poet's Blifs, there mail he long poffefs, 
Perfect Eafe, and foft Recefs ; 

The treach'rous Worid no more mail him deceive, 

Of Hope and Fortune he has taken leave : 

And now in mighty triumph does he reign, 
(His head adornM with Beams of Light) 
O'er the unthinking Rabble's Spite, 
And the dull wealthy Fool's Difdain. 

Thrice happy he, that dies the Mufe's Friend, 

He needs no Obelisk, no Pyramid 
His facred Duft to hide, 

He needs not for his Mem!ry to provide ; 

For he might well forefee his Praife can never end. 

Thomas Flatman. 
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I N 

MEMORY OF THE AUTHOR. 

Take this fhort-fummon'd, loofc, unfinifh'd Verfe, 
Cold as thy Tomb, and fuddcn as thy Herfe, 
From my fick Thoughts thou canft no better crave, 
Who fcarce drag life, and envy thee thy Grave. 
Me Phoebus always faintly did infpire, 
And gave my narrow Bread more fcanty Fire. 
My Hybla Mufe through humble Meads fought Spoil, 
Collecting little Sweets with mighty Toil ; 
Yet when fome Friend's juft Fame did Theme afford* 
Her Voice amongft the tow'ring Swans was heard, 
In vain for fuch Attendants now I call, 
My Ink o'erflows with Spleen, my Blood with Gal! ; 
Yet, fweet Alexis, my Efteem of thee 
Was equal to thy Worth, and Love for me. 
Death is thy Gain, — that Thought affecls me moft, 
I care not what th'ill-natur'd World has loft ; 
For Wit with thee expir'd : How mall I grieve, 
Who grudge th'ungrateful Age what thou didft 
leave P 

The tribute of their Verfe let others fend, 
And mourn the Poet gone, I mourn the Friend. 

d 2 
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Enjoy thy Fate — thy Predeceflbrs come, 
Cowley, and Butler, to conduct thee home. 
Who would not {Butler cries) like me engage 
New Worlds of Wit to ferve a grateful Age ? 
For fuch Rewards, what Tafk will Authors ftiun ? 
I pray, Sir, is my Monument begun ? 

Enjoy thy Fate, thy Voice in Anthems raife ; 
So well tun'd here on Earth, to our Apollo's Praife ; 
Let me retire, while fome fublimer Pen 
Performs for thee, what thou hall done for Homer 
and for Ben. 

N. Tate, 
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MR. DURFEY 

TO HIS FRIEND 

MR. JOHN OLDHAM. 

Obfcurc and cloady did the Day appear, 
As Heav'n defign'd to blot it from the Year: 
The Elements all feem'd to difagree, 
At lealt, I'm fure, they were at ftrife in me : 
Pofleft with Spleen, which Melancholy bred, 
When Rumour told me that my Friend was dead. 
That Oldham^— honour'd for his early Worth, 
Was cropt, like a fweet Bloflbm, from the Earth, 
Where late he grew, delighting ev'ry Eye 
In his rare Garden of Philofophy. 
The fatal Sound new Sorrows did infufe, 
And all my Griefs were doubled at the News : 
For we, with mutual Arms of Friendfhip ftrove, 
Friendfliip, the true and folid Part of Love ; 
And he fo many Graces had in Store, 
That Fame or Beauty could not bind, me more. 
His Wit in his immortal Verfe appears, 
Many his Virtues were, though few his Years, 

i 3 
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Which were fo fpent, as if by Heav'n contrivM, 

To lafti the Vices erf 1 the longer liv'd. 

None was more flrilful, none more learn'd than he, 

A Poet in its facred Quality. 

Infpir'd above, and could command each Paffion, 

Had all the Wit, without the Affectation. 

A Calm of Nature ftill pofleft his Soul, 

No cankerM Envy did his Breaft controul ; 

Modeft as Virgins, that have never known 

The jilting Breeding of the naufeous Town j 

And eafy as his Numbers, that fublime 

His lofty Strains, and beautify his Rhime. 

Till ignominious Times infpir'd his Pen, 

And rouz'd the drowfy Satire from his Den ; 

Then flutt'ring Fops were his Averfion ftill, 

And felt the Pow'r of his fatiric Quill. 

The Spark, whofe Noife proclaims his empty Pate, 

That ftruts along the Mall with antic Gate ; 

And all the Phyllis and the Ckloris Fools 

Were damn'd by his invective Mufe in Shoals. 

Who, on the Age, look'd with impartial Eyes, 

And aim'd not at the Perfon, but the Vice. 

To all true Wit he was a conftant Friend, 

And, as he well could judge, could well commend. 

The mighty Homer, he with Care perus'd, 

And that great Genius to the World infus'd ; 
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Immortal Virgil, and Lucretius too, 
And all the Seeds o'th' Soul his Reafon knew : 
Like Oi//V, could the Ladies Hearts aflail, 
With Horace fing, and lafh with Juvenal. 
Unfldll'd in nought that did with Learning dwell, 
* But proud to know he underftood it well. 
Adieu, thou modeft Type of perfect Man ; 
Ah, had not thy Perfe&ions that began 
In Life's bright Morning, been eclips'd fo foon, 
We all had bafk'd and wanton'd in thy Noon : 
But Fate grew envious of thy growing Fame, 
And knowing Heav'n, from whence thy Genius came, 
Aifign'd thee by immutable Decree 
A glorious Crown of Immortality. 
Snatch'd thee from all thy mourning Friends below, 
Juft as the Bays were planting on thy Brow. 

Thus worldly Merit has this World's Regard ; 
Bat Poets, in the next, have their Reward ; 
And Heav'n, in Oldham's Fortune, feem'd to (how, 
No Recompence was good enough below : 
So to prevent the World's ungrateful Crimes, 
Enrich'd his Mind, aud bid him die betimes. 

T. DURFET , 

*4 
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o N 

TH E DEATH 

O F 

MR. JOHN OLDHAM, 

Hark ! is it only my prophetic Fear, 
Or fome Death's fad Alarum I do hear ? 
By all my Doubts, 'tis Oldham's fatal Knell ; 
Jt rings aloud, Eternally farewel : 
Farewel, thou mighty Genius of our Ifle, 
Whofe forward Parts made all our Nations fmile, 
In whom both Wit and Knowledge did confpire, -\ 
And Nature gaz'd as if Ihe did admire > 
How fuchfew Years fuch Learning could acquire, 3 
Nay, feem'd concern 'd that we mould hardly find 
So ftirrp a Pen, and fo ferene a Mind. 
Oh then lament ! let each diftra&ed Breaft 
With univerfal Sorrow be poffeft. 
Mourn, mourn, ye Mufes, and your Songs give o'er, 
For now your lov'd Adonis is no more. 
He whom ye tutor'd from his infant Years, 
Cold, pale, and ghaftly as the Grave appears : 
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He whom ye bath'd in your lov'd murm'ring Stream, 
Your daily Pleafure, and your nightly Theme, 
Is now no more $ the Youth, the Youth is dead ; 
The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled ; 
Fled ere his Worth or Merit was half known ; 
No fooner feen, but in a Moment gone : 
Like to fome tender Plant, which rear'd with 
Care, 

At length becomes moft fragrant, and moft fair ; 
Long does it thrive, and long its Pride maintain, *) 
Efteem'd fecure from Thunder, Storm, or Rain ; > 
Then comes a Blaft, and all the Work is vain. 3 

But Oh! my Friend, muft we no more rehearfe 
Thy equal Numbers in thy pleafing Verfe ? 
In Lcve how foft, in Satire how fevere ! 
In Paflion moving, and in Rage auftere : 
Virgil in Judgment, Ovid in Delight, 
An eafy Thought, with a Maonian Flight; 
Horace in Sweetnefs, Juvenal in Rage, 
And even Byhlis muft each Heart engage ! 
Juft in his Praifes, and what moft defire, 
Would flatter none for Greatnefs, Love, or Hire. 
Humble, tho* courted, and what's rare to fee, 
Of wond'rous Worth, yet wond'rous Modefty. 
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So far from Oflentation did he feem, 
That he was meaneft in his own Efteem. 
Alas ! young Man, why wert thou made to be 
At once our Glory, and our Mifery ? 
Our Mifery, in lofing thee, is more 
Than could thy Life our Glory be before : 
For fhouid a Soul celeftial Joys poiTefs, 
And ftraight be banifh'd from that Happinefs, 
Oh, where would be its Pleafure? where its Gain ? 
The Blifs once tailed, but augments the Pain : 
Thus having once fo great a Prize in thee, 
How much the heavier muft our Sorrows be ? 
For if fuch Flights were in thy younger Days, n 
What if thou'adft liv'd, O what had been thy I 



Eternal Wreaths of never-dying Bays : 
But thofe are due already to thy Name, 
Which ftands enroll'd in the Records of Fame : 
And tho' thy great Remains to Ames turn, *j 
With lafting Praifes we'll fupply thy Urn, t 
Which, like fepulchral Lamps, (hall ever burn, 3 

But hold! methinks, great Shade, I fee thee rove 
Through the fmooth Paths of Plenty, Peace, and 
Love; 



Praife f 
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Where Ben falutes thee firft, o'erjoy'd to fee 
The Youth that fung his Fame and Memory : 
Great Spenfer next, with all the learned Train, ■} 
Do greet thee in a panegyric Strain : > 
ddanis — is the Joy of all the Plain. 3 

Tho. Andrews. 
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E C L O G U E, 

ON THE* 

UNTIMELY DEATH OF MR. OLDHAM. 

C0R1D0N. ALEXIS. 

Beneath a difmal Yew the Shepherds fate, 
And talk'd of Damon's Mufe, and Damon's Fate. 
Their mutual Lamentations gave them Eafe, 
For fometimes Melancholy's felf does pleafe ; 
Like Philomels, abandon'd to Diftrefs, 
Yet ev'n their Griefs in Mufick they exprefs, 

C. 1*11 fmg no more, fince Verfes want a Charm, 
The Mufes could not their own Damon arm : 
At leaft I'll touch this ufelefs Pipe no more, 
Unlefs, like Orpheus, 1 could Shades reftore. 

A. Rather, like Orpheus, celebrate your Friend, 
And, with your Mufick, Hell itfelf fufpend : 
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Tax Proferpine of Cruelty and Hate, 

And fing of Damons Mufe, and Damon's Fate. 

C. When Damon fung, he fung with fuch a Grace* 
Lord, how the very London Brutes did gaze ! 
Sharp was his Satire, nor allay'd with Gall : 
'Twas Rage, 'twas gen'rous Indignation all. 

A. Oh ! had he liv'd, and to perfection grown, 
Not like Marcellus, only to be mown ; 
He would have charm'd their Senfe a nobler Way, 
Taught Virgins how to figh, and Priefts to pray. r 

C. Let Priefts and Virgins then to him addrefs, 
And, in their Songs* their Gratitude exprefs, 
While we, that know the Worth of eafy Verfe, 
Secure the Laurel to adorn his Herfe. 

A. Codrus, you know, that facred Badge doea 
wear, 

And ftwere injurious not to leave it there ; 

But fince no Merit can ftrike Envy dumb, 

Do you, with Baccar, guard and grace his Tomb. 

C. While you (dear Swain) with unafFe&ed 
. • Rhime, 

Majeftic, fad, and fuited to the Time, 
His Name to future Ages confecrate, 
By ,praifiug of his Mufe, and mourning of hid 
Fajte. 
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A. Alas ! I never muft pretend to this, 
My Pipe fcarce knows a Tune but what is his : 
Let future Ages then for Damon's Sake, 
From his own Works a juft Idea take. 
Yet then, but like Alddes he'll be fhown, 
And from his meaneft Part his Size be known, 
C. 'Twill be your Duty then to fet it down, 
A. Once, and but once, (fo Heav'n and Fate 
ordain) 

I met the gentle Youth upon the Plain, 
Kindly, cries he, if you Alexis be, 
And tho* I know you not, you muft be he : 
Too long already we have Strangers been, 
This Day, at leaft, our Friendftrip muft begin, 
Let Bus'nefs, that perverfe Intruder, wait, 
To be above it, is, poetical and great. 
Then with AJfyrian Nard our Heads did fhine, 
While rich ^ aba an Spice exalts the Wine ; 
Which to a juft Degree our Spirits fir'd ; 
But he was by a greater God infpir'd : 
Wit was the Theme, which he did well de- 
fcribe, 

With Modefty unufual to his Tribe. 

£ut as with om'nous Doubts, and aching Heart* 

When Lovers, after, firft Enjoyment, part, 
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Not half content ; for this was but a Tafte, «> 

And wond'ring how the Minutes flew fo faft, v 

They vow a Friendfhip that ihall ever laft. 3 
So we ; — but Oh how much am I accurs'd ! 
To think that this lafl Office is my Firft, 



Digitized by 



Ixir VERSES ON THE 

OCCASIONED BY THE 

PUBL ICATION 

OF THESE 

POEMS, 

AND THE 

DEATH OF THE INGENIOUS AUTHOR; 

Curs'd be the Day when firft this goodly Ifle 
Vile Books and ufelefs Thinking did defile. 
In Greek and Latin Bogs our Time we wafte, 
When all is Pain, and Wearinefs at bell : 
Mountains of Whims and Doubts we travel o'er, 
While treach'rous Fancy dances on before : 
Pleas'd with our Danger, ftill we ftumble on, 
Too late repent, and are too foon undone. 
Let Bodley now in its own Ruins lie, 
By th' common Hangman burnt for Herefy, 
Avoid the nafty learned Duft, 'twill breed 
More Plagues than ever Jakes or Dunghills did. 
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The Want of Dulnefs will the World undo, 
'Tis Learning makes in mad, and Rebels too. 
Learning's a Jilt, which while we do difplay, 
Slily our Reft and Quiet fteals away : 
That greedily the Blood of Youth receives, 
And nought but Blindnefs and a Dotage gives. 
Worfe than the Pox or fcolding Woman, fly 
The aukward Madnefs of Philofophy. 
That Bedlam Befs, Religion, never more 
Fantaftic, pye-ball'd, antic DreflTes wore, 
Opinion, Pride, Morofenefs gives a Fame ; 
*Tis Folly chriften'd, with a modifh Name. 
Let dull Divinity no more delight ; 
It fpoils the Man, and makes an Hypocrite, 
The chief Profeflbrs, to Preferment fly, 
By Cringe and Scrape, the bafcft Simtny. 
The humble Clown will beft the Gofpel teach* 
And inffir'd Ign'rance founder Doctrines preach; 
A Way to Heaven mere Nature well does (how, 
Which Reafoning and Difputes can never know. 
Yet ftill proud Tyrant Senfe in Pomp appears, 
And claims a Tribute of full threefcore Years. 
Sew'd in a Sack with Darknefs circled round, 
Each Man muft be with Snakes 2nd Monkies drown* d ; 
Laborious Folly, and compendous Art, 
To wafte that Life, whofe longeft Date's too ftiort. 
Vol. I, e 
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Laborious Folly, to wind up with Pain 
What Death unravels foon, and renders vain, 
We blindly hurry on in myftic Ways, 
Nor wifely tread the Paths of folid Praife. 
There's nought deferves one precious Drop of y 

Sweet, I 
But Poetry, the nobleft Gift of Fate, f 
Which, after Death, does a more lafting Life beget. * 
Not that which fudden, frantic Heats produce, 
Where Wine, and Pride, not Heav'n, (hall raife t nC 

Mufe. 

Not that finall Stock which does Tranflators make, 
That Trade poor Bankrupt-Poetafters take : 
But fuch, when God his Fiat did exprefs, 
And pow'rful Numbers wrought an Univerfe, 
With fuch, great David tun'd his charming Lyre, 
That even Saul, and Madnefs could admire. 
With fuch great Oldbam bravely did excel, 
That David's Lamentation fung fo well, 
Oldham ! the Man that could with Judgment write, 
Our Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight. 
Sometimes, in boundlefs keeneft Satire bold, 
Sometimes, as foft as thofe Love-tales he told. 
That Vice could praife, and Virtue too difgrace ; 
The firft Excefs of Wit that e'er did pleafe. 
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Scarce Cowley fuch Pindaric Soaring knew, 

Yet by his Reader flill was kept in view. 

His Fancy, like Jove's Eagle, liv'd above, 

And bearing Thunder, ftill would upward move. 

Oh noble Kingfton! had thy lovely Gueft, 

With a large Stock of Youth, and Life been blell ; 

Not all thy Greatnefs, or thy Virtues ftore, 

Had furer Comforts been, or pleas'd thee more. 

BntOh! the Date is (hort, of mighty Worth, 

And Angels never tarry long on Earth. 

His Soul, the bright, the pure Etherial Flame, 

To thofe lov'd Regions flew, from whence it came* 

And, fpite of what Mankind have long believ'd, 

My Creed fays, only Poet's can be fav'd, 

That God has only for a Number ftaid, 

To flop the Breach, which Rebel Angels made ; 

For none their Abfence can fo well fupply : 

They are all o'er Seraphic Harmony, 

Then, and God not till then, the World (hall burn, -y 

And its bafe Drofs,Mankind, their Fortune mourn, > 

While all to their old Nothing quick return. -> 

The peevifti Critic then mail be afham'd, 

And, for the Sins of Vanity, be damn'd. 

T. Wood. 

Ofi$/t, May 20, 1684. 

e z 



Digitized by 



Ixviii VERSES ON THE 



O N 

THE DEATH 

O V 

M R. OLDHAM. 

A PASTORAL. 

Oa the Remains of an old blafted Oak, 

Unmindful of himfelf, Menalcas lean'd ; 

He fought not now in Heat the Shades of Trees, 

But fhun'd the flowing River's pleafing Bank. 

His Pipe and Hook lay fcatter'd on the Grafs : 

Nor fed his Sheep together on the Plain, 

Left to themfelves they wander'd out at large. 

Jn this lamenting State young Cory don, 

(His Friend, and dear Companion of his Hour) 

Finding Menalcas, aflcs him thus the Caufe. 

Cory don. 
Thee have I fought in ev'ry fhady Grove, 
By purling Streams, and in each private Place, 
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* Where we hare usM to fit, and talk of Love. 
Why do I find thee leaning on an Oak, 
By Lightning blafted, and by Thunder rent ? 
What curfed Chance has turn'd thy chearful Mind,. 
And why wilt thou, have Woes unknown to me ? 
But I would comfort, and not chide my Friend : 
Tell me thy Grief, and let me bear a Part. 

Menalcas. 
Young Aftrofhel is dead, dear Aftrophel, 
He that could tune fo well his charming Pipe : 
To hear whofe Lays, Nymphs left their cryftal 
Spring, 

The FawMs and Dryades forfook the Wcods r 
And hearing, all were ravifh'd : Swifted Stream* 
With-held their Courfe, to hear the heav'nly Sound, 
And murmur'd, when by following Waves preft on*. 
The following Waves forcing their Way to hear. 
Oft the fierce Wolf purfuing of the Lamb, 
Hungry and wildly, certain of his Prey, 
Left the Rurfuit, rather than lofe the Sound 
Of his alluring Pipe : The harmlefs Lamb- 
Forgot his Nature, and fbrfook his Fear, 
Stood by the Wolf, and liflen'd to the Sound, 
He could command a gen'ral Peace, and Nature 
*ould obey. 
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This Youth, this Youth is dead, the fame Difeafe 
That carry'd fweet Orinda * from the World, 
Seiz'd upon Aftrophel ! Oh let thefe Tears 
Be offer'd to the Mem'ry of my Friend, 
And let my Speech give way a while to Sighs, 

Corydon. 
Weep on, Menalcas, for his Fate requires 
The Tears of all Mankind : General the Lofs, 
And general the Grief, except by Fame 
I knew him not, but furely this is he, 
Who fung learn'dCtf/zVsf or great JEgon's % Prarfe£ 
Dead ere he liv'd, yet have new Life from him. 
Did he not mourn lamented Bioiis \\ Death, 
Equal in Verfe to what great Rion wrote ? 

Menalcas. 
Yes, this was he (oh that 1 fay he was) 
He that could fmg the Shepherd's Deeds fo welly 
Whether to praife the Good he turn'd his Pen y 
Or lafht th 'egregious Folly of the Bad, 

Jn both he did excel. 1— 

His happy Genius bid him take the Pen, 

* Mi %. Katharine Philips, f Spenfcr. 
t Ben Johnf<m % g The Earl of Recbeftcr* 
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And di&ated more fad than he could write ; 
Sometimes becoming Negligence adorn'd 
His Verle, and Nature fhew'd they were her own 5 
Yet Art he us'd, where Art could ufeful be, 
Butfweated not to be corre&ly dull. 

Co* Y DON. 

Had Fate allow'd his Life a longer Thread, 
Adding Experience to that wond'rous Fraught 
Of youthful Vigour, how would he have wrote! 

Menalcas. 
We wifli for Life, not thinking of its Cares ; 
I mourn his Death, the Lofs of fuch a Friend ; 
But for himfelf, he died in the beft Hour, 
And carry'd with him ev'ry Man's Applaufe, 
Youth meets not with Detraction's blotting Hand, 
Nor fufFers aught from Envy's sanker'd Mind. 
Had he known Age, he would have feen the world 
Put on its uglieJft, but its trueft Face ; 
Malice had watched the droppings of his Pen ; 
And ign'rant Youths, who would for Critics pafs, 
Had thrown their fcornful Jefts upon his Vein, 
And cenfur'd what they did not underftand. 
Such was not my dear AJirophel : He*s dead, 
And I fhall quickly follow him. What's Death, 
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But an eternal Sleep without a Dream ; 
Wrapt in a lafling Darknefe, and exempt 
From Hope and Fear, and every idle Paffion ? 

Co* y don. 

See, thy Complaints have mov'd the pitying Skies> 
They mourn the Death of Aftrophel in Tears. 
Thy Sheep return'd from ftraying, round thee gaze> 
And wonder at thy Mourning : Drive them home, 
And tempt thy troubled Mind with eafing Sleep, 
To-morrow's ^hearful Light may give thee Comfort* 
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THE MEM ORY 



MR. JOHN OLDHAM. 



Too bufy with immutable Decree, 
I could, dear Friend, have blam'd thy cruel Fate, 
That let fuch Sweetnefs have fo fhort a Date ! 
The Flow'rs with which the Meads are dreit fo 



And are to fade fo quickly, — live a Day ; 
Thou in the Noon of life wert fnatch'd away ! 
Cropt from the Stalk with all thy Verdure on ! * 
Yet not before thy Verfe had Wonders mown j 
And made at once all future Times thy own. 

The Company of Beauty, Wealth, and Wine, 
Were not fo charming, not fo fweet as thine ; 
They quickly perifh'd ; yours are ftill the fame, 
A lambent, but an everlafiing Flame ; 
Which fomething fo refinlefs did impart, 
Jt never pafs'd the Ear, but reach' d the Heart ; . 



o 



F 



But that 'tis dangerous for Man to be 



Vol. I. 




Digitized by 



Google 



fohV .VERGES ON THE 



Unlike the Wretch that ftrives to get Efteem, y 
And thinks it fine, and jaunty, to blafpheme, I 
Nor can be witty but when God's the Theme : V 
Miftaken Men, (but fuch thou didft defpife) 
That muft be wicked to be counted wife. 
Thy Converfe from this reigning Vice was free p 
And yet 'twas truly all that Wit could be : 
None had it, but ev'n with a tear does own 
The Soul of dear Society is gone* 

But while we thus thy native Sweetnefs fing, 
We ought not to forget thy native Sting. 
Thy Satire fpar'd no Grievances, or Crimes; 
Satire! the beft Reformer of the Times : 
While different Seds eternally conteft, 
And each will have his own Perfuafion beft, 
Then cohfequentialy damns all the reft, 
Their Love to Gain, not Godlinefs, is fhown ; 
Heav'ns Work is left undone to do their own. 

How vain are thofe that would obfcure thy Fame 
By giving out, thy Verfe was rough and lame ? 
They would have Satire their Companion move, 
And writ fo pliant, nicely, foft, and fmooth, 
As if the Mufe were in a Flux of Love. 
But who, of Beaus, and Knaves, and Fools would 
fing, 

Muft Force, and Fire, and Indignation bring ; 
For 'tis no Satire, if it has no Sting ; 
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In fhort, who in that Field would famous be, 
Muft think and write like Juvenal and thee. 

Let others boaft of ail the mighty Nine, 
To make their Labours with more Luftre mine, 
I had my Oldham, not a Mufe, but thee ; 
Ev'n thou wert all the mighty Nine to me ! 
'Twas thy dear Friendlhip did my Breaft infpire, 
And warm'd it firft with a poetic Fire; 
But 'tis a Warmth that does with thee expire : 
For when the Sun is fet,— that guides the Day, 
The Traveller muft flop, or lofe his Way. 



Robert Gould*. 
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. TO THE 

-p. < E A D E R. 

kes, hearing of my Intentions of publi fil- 
ing a new Edition of Mr. Oldham's Works, prefented 
jne in the Year 1769, with a Volume of this inge- 
nious Author, which Book was the original Property 
* of Mr. Pope, who, upon one of the blank Leaves, 
makes the fubfequent Obfervations, in his own Hand- 
writing. 

" The moft remarkable Works in this Author , are as 
4t follow here : 

" Fourth Satire on the Jefuits. 
' * Satire on Virtue. 

' « The 7 ranjlation of Horace's Art of Poetry. 

44 The Impertinent y from Horace. 

" To the Memory of Mr. C. Morwent." 

We are apt to catch at the mod trivial Oblervations 
of Men of illuftrious Genius ; and though the above 
Remarks are fmall, yet they prove the good Opinion 
that Mr. Pope entertained of Mr, Oldham* and his 
ingenious Compofitions. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Fcr who can longer hold ? when every Prefs, 
The Bar and Pulpit too has broke the Peace ? 

^Wheft every fcribling Fool at the Alarms i 
Has drawn his Pen, and riles up in Arms ? ' 

' And not a dull Pretender of the Town, 
But vents his: € all in Pamphlets up and down ? 
When all with Licence rail, and who will not, 
Jtfult be almoft fufpetted of the Plot, 
And bring his Zeal or eife his Parts in Doubt 



* Thefe Satires were written in the Year 1679, 

f - - 

-Vol. I. B 
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PROLOGUE. 





tn vain our Preaching T rihe attack the Fot*% 
In vain their weak Artillery oppofe ; 
Miftaken honeft Men, who gravely blame. 
And hope that gentle Dofirine fhould reclaim* 
[Are Texts, and fuck exploded Trifles fit 
rPimpofe, and ftiam upon a Jefuit '? f 
Would they the dull old Fijhermex compare. 
With mighty Suarex, and great Efcobar ? 
Such thread-bare Proofs, and ftale Authorities 
May Us poor fimple Heretics fuffice : 
But to a fear'd Jgnatian 9 s Confcience, 
Hardened, as his own Face, with Impudence, 
Whofe Faith in contradiction bore, whom Lies, 
Nor Nonfenfe, nor Impoffibilities, 
Nor Shame, nor Death, nor Damning can affail i 
Not thefe mild fruitlefs Methods will avail, 
'Tis pointed Satire, and the Sharp of -Wit 
or luch a Prize are th* only weapons fit : 
Nor needs there Art, or Genius here to ufe, 
Where I ndignation can create a Mufe : 
Should Part}, and Nature fail, yet very Spite 
Would mal^ the arrant'ft Wild * or Withers write. 

It is refofv'd : Henceforth an eridlefs War, 
I and my Mufe with them and theirs declare ; 

Two poor Poets, but zealous Rhimers againft^the 
Vices of their Times* 



i 




P RQLOGCE 

Whom neither open Malta of the Ftes, 
Nor private Daggers, nor St. Omer's Dafe ; 
Nor all that Godfrey felt, or Monarch* fear, 
Shall from my vow'd and fworn revenge deter- 
Sooner (hall falfe Court-Favourites prove juft, 
And faithful to their King's and Country's Tfuftt 
Sooner mail they detedb the Tricks of State^ # dfiSfc 
And Knav'ry, Suits, and Bribes, and Flattr'y hate i y 
Bawds fhall turn Nuns, fait DuchefTes grow chafte, j 
And Paint, and Pride, and Leachery deleft : 
I Popes mail for Kings Supremacy decide, 
•) And Cardinals for Huguenots be try'd : | v 
Sooner (which is the great'ft impoffible) ^ -j > 
Shall the vile Brood of Loyola, and HetT > 
Give o'er to plot, by Villains, and rebel ; \ y ^> 
Than I with utmoft Spite, and Vengeance ceaft j 
To profecute, and plague their curfed Race.^/ 

The Rage of Poets damn'd, of Womens Pride 
Contemn'd, and fcorn'd, or proffered Lujl deny 5 d, 
The Malice of religious angry Zeal, 
And all cajbier'd refenting Statefmen feel : 
What prompts dire Hags in their own Blood to 
write, 

And fell their very Souls to Hell for Spite : 
/ All this urge on my rank envenom'd Spleen, / ^ — 
( And with keen Satire edge my dabbing Pen : J 
v B 2 / 

\ 
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That it's each home-fet Thruft their Blood majr 
draw, 

Each drop of Ink like Aquafortis gnaw. 
.Red hot with Vengeance thus, 141 brand Difc 



7 So deep, no time ihail e'er the Marks deface : 
Till my fevere and exemplary Doom 
Spread wider than their Guilt, till it become 
More dreaded than thef Bar, and frighten worfe 
Than damning Pope's Anathema's and Curfe. ) 




grace 
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" Garnet's* Ghoft addreffing to the Jesuits, 
y'nut in private Cabal jufi after the Murder of 
Godfrey f. 

By Hell 'twas bravely done! what lefs than this ? y 
What. Sacrifice of meaner Worth, and Price > 
Could we have* offered up for our Succefs ? J 
So fare all they, whoe'er provoke our Hate, 
Who by like Ways prefume to tempt their Fate ; 
Fare each like this bold medling Fool, and be 
As well featr'd, as well difpatcttd as he: 
Would he were here, yet warm, that we might 
drain 

His reeking Gore, and drink up every Vein ! 
Tliat were a glorious S anil ion y much like thine, 
Great Roman ! made upon a like Defign : 

« * Henry. Garnet) Provincial of the Jefuits, executed 
for the Gunpowder Plot, May 20, 1606. 
* f Sir Edmunbury Godfrey was found murdered in the 
Fields between London and Hampficad, on the 17th of 
O8obcr t 1678, 
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Like thine ; we (corn fo mean a Sacrament* 
To feal and confecrate our high Intent, 
We fcoai bafe Blood fliould our great League 
cement: 

Thou didft it with a Slave, but we think good 
To bind our treafon with a bleeding God. 

Would it were His (why fhould I fear to name* 
Or you to hear't) at which we nobly aim S 
Lives yet that hated En* my of our Caufe? 
Lives He our mighty Projects to oppofe ? 
Can His weak Innocence, and Heaven's Care, 
Be thought Security from what *we dare ? 
i Are youthen Jefuits? are you fo for nought; 
In all the Catboliek Depths of Treafon taught; 
In orthodox* and /olid pois'ning rea ^ 
In each profounder Art of killing bred ? 
And can you fail, or bqngle in your Trade ? 
Shall one poor Life your Cowardice upbraid ? 
Tame'daftard Slaves! Who your ProfeJJton (hame, 
And fix Difgrace on your great Founder's Name. 

Think what late Se&rUs (an ignoble Crew, 
Not worthy to be rank'd in Sin with you) 
Jnfpir'd with lofty Wickednefs, durft do : 
How from his Throne they hurl'd a Monarch down, 
And doubly eas'd him of both Life and Crown ; 
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Theytfcora'd in Covert their bold Aft to hide. -\ 
In open J* ace of Heav'n the Work they did, t 
And brav'd its Vengeance, and its Pow'rs defy'd. J 
This is his Son, and mortal too like him, 
IDurft you ufurp the Glory of the Crime ; 
And dare ye not i I know, you fcorn to be 
By fuch as they, out-dope in Villainy, 
Your proper Province ; . true, you urg'd them on, n 
Were Engines in the Fa&, but they alone > 
Shar'd all the open Credit and Renown. 3 
But hold ! I wrong our Church and Caufe, whkh 
need 

No foreign Inftance, nor what others did : 
Think on that matchlefs AJJaJJin, whofe Name 
We with juft Pride can make our happy Claim : 
He, who at killing of an Emperor ; *i 
To give his Poifon fbonger Force and Pow'r > 
Mixt a God with't, and made it work more Aire : 3 
Bleft Memory ! which (hall thro' Age to come 
Stand facred in the Lifts of Hell, and Rome. 
Let our great Clement* and Ravillae'sf Name, 
Your Spirits to like Heights of Sin inflame ; 

# In 1589, Henry III. of France, was aflaflinated by 
James Clement, a Monk. 

t In February, 16 xo, R av'*Uae aflaflinated Henry I\% 
of France, 
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Thofe mighty Souls, who bravely chofe to die 
T' have each a Royal Gboft their Company. 
Heroic Aft ! and worth their Tortures well, j 
Well worth the fuff'ring of a doable Hell, i 
That, they felt here, and that below, they feel. 3 

And if thefe cannot move you as they fhou'd, 
Let me and my Example fire your Blood : 
Think on my vaft Attempt, a glorious Deed, 
Which durft the Fates have fulier'd to fucceed, 
Had rivalry Hell's moft proud Exploit and Boaft, 
Ev'n that, which wou'd the King of Fates depos'd. 
Curft be the Day, and ne'er in time enroll'd, j 
And curft the Star, whbfefpiteful Influence rul'd > 
The 4ucklefs Minute, which my Projeft fpoil'd: A 
Curfe on that Poiv'r, who of himfelf afraid, 
My Glory with my brave Defign betray'd : 
i Juftly he fear'd, left I, who ftrook fo high 
In Guilt, . mould next blow up his Realm, and Sky : 
And fo I had ; at leaft I would have durft, 
And failing, had got off with Fame at worft. 

Had you but half my Bravery in Sin, 
Your Work had never thus unfiniftx'd been ; 
Had I been Man, and the great Aft to do ; 
H'ad dy'd by this, and been what I am now, 
Or what His Father is : I would leap Hell 
To reach His Life, though in the midft I. fell, 
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And deeper than before, ■ 
Let xabble Souls, of narrow Aim, and Reach, 
Stoop their vile Necks, and dull Obedience preach : 
Let them with flavifti Awe (difdain'd by me) -\ 
Adore the purple Rag of Majefty, > 
And thinks a ^cred Relid of the Sky i J 
Well may fuch fools a bafe Subjection own y 
VafTals to every Jfs, that loads a Throne : 
Unlike the Soul, with which proud I was born, 
Who could that fneaking thing a Monarch fcorn, 
Spurn off a Crown, and fet my Foot in Sport 
Upon the Head that wore it trod in Dirt. 

{ But fay, what is't that binds your Hands ? does fear 
From fuch a glorious A&ion you deter? 

f Or is't Religion ? but you fure difclaim 
That frivolous pretence, that empty Name : 

sMeer bugbear Word, devis'd by us to fcare ^ 
The fcnfelefs Rout to ffaviflinefs and Fear, > 
Ne'er know to awe the brave, and thofe, that dare. J 
Such weak, and feeble things may ferve for Checks 
To rein and curb bafe mettled Hereticks, 
Hull Creatures, whofe nice boggling Confcienceg 
Startle, or ftrain at fuch flight Crimes as thefe ; 
Such, whom fond inbred Honefty befools, 
Or that old mufty Piece the Bible gulls : 
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That hated Booh the bulwark of our Foes, 
Whereby they iUU uphold tbeir tott'ring Cade. 
Let no fuch Toys raiHead you from the Road 
Of Glory, nor infect your Souls with Good i 
Let never bold incroaching Virtue dare 
With her grim holy Face to enter there, 
No, not in very Dream : Have only Will 
Like Fiends* and. Me to covet, and act ill : 
Let true fubftantial Wicked nefs take Place, 
U/urp, and reign ; let it die very Trace 
(If any yet be left) of Good deface, 
\lf ever Qualms of inward Cowardice 
{The Things which fome dull Sots call Conscience) 
rife, 

Let them in Streams of Blood and Slaughter drown, 
Or with new Weights of Guilt Hill prefs ? em 
down. 

^ Shame, Faith, Religion, Honour, Loyalty. 
Nature itfelf, whatever Checks there be 
To loofe, and uncontroul'd Impiety, 
Be all extinct in you ; own no Remorfe 
But that you've balk'd a Sin, have been no worfe, 
Or too much Pity fhewn, > ■ ■ 
Be diligent in Mifchief 's Trade, be each 
Performing as a D&v'I ; nor flick to reach 
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At Crimes moll dangerous ; where bold Defpair, j 
Mad Lull, and heedlefs blind Revenge would ne'r> 
Ev'n ? look, march you without a Blufih, or Fear, 3 
Inflam'd by all the Hazards that oppofe, 
And firm, as burning Martyrs to your Cau/e. 

Then you're true Jefuits, then you're fit to be 
Bifciples of great Loyola and Me: 
Worthy to undertake, worthy &Plot 9 
Like this, and fit to fcourge a Huguenot* 

Plagues on that Name/ may fwift Confufion feisse, 
And utterly blot out the curfed Race : 
Thrice damn'd be that Apoftate Monk, from whom 
Sprung^rftjjhefe Enemies of Us, and Rome : 
Whofepois'nousFilth,dropt from engend'ririg Brain, 
By ,monftrous Birth did the vile Infers fpawn, 
Which now infeft each country, and defile 
With their o'erfpreading Swarms this goodly IJle* 
Once it was ours, and fubjecl to our Yoke, 
'Till a late reigning Witch th> Enchantment broke \ 
R fhall again, Hell and I fay't : Have ye 
But Courage to make good the Prophefy ; 
Not Fate itfelf mall hinder.— — . 

Too fparing was the Time, too mild the Day* . 
When our great Mary * bore the Englifi? Sway ? 

.• Queen Mary, Daughter of Henry VIUs hy Ket- 
tfcrine of Spain, a true Defcriptloh of the Bfcodflicd in. 
her bigotted Reign. 
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Unqueenlike Pity marr'd her Royal Pow'r, 
Nor was her Purple dy'd enougji in Gore. 
' Four or five hundred, fuch like petty Sumy 
Might fall perhaps a facrifice to Rome, 
Scarce worth the naming : Had I had the Pow'r, j. 
Or been thought fit t'have been her Counfellor, > 
She fhould have rais'd it to a noble Score. J 
Big Bonefires fhould have blaz'd, and fhone each 
Day, 

To tell our Triumphs, and make bright our Way: 
And when 'twas dark, in every Lane and Street •% 
Thick flaming Hereticks mould ferve to light, £ 
And fave the needlefs Charge of Links by Night : 3 
iSmitbfeU fhould Hill have kept a conftant fire, 
Which never fhould be quench'd, never expire, 
But with the lives of all the mifcreant Rout, 
Till the laft gafping Breath had blown it qyt. 

So Nero did, fuch was the prudent coui<e -y 
Taken by all his mighty SuccefTors, . v 

To tame like Hereticks of old by force r 3 
They fcorn'd dull Reafon, and pedantick Rule* 
To conquer, and reduce the harden'd Fools : 
Racks, Gibbets, Halters, were their Arguments, 
Which did moft undeniably convince : 
Grave bearded Lions manag'd the Difpute, 
And reverend Bears their Do&rines did confute : 
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And all, who would Hand out in ftiff Defence, 
They gently claiv'd, and worried into fenfe : 
Better than all our Sut'bonne* Dotards now, 
Who would by dint of Words our Foes fubdue. 
This was the rigid Diicipline of old, 
Which modern Sots for Perfecution hold : 
Of which dull Annalifts in Story tell -j 
Strange Legends* and huge bulky Volumes fwell > 
With martyr* d Fools^ that loft their Way to Hell. 3 

From thefe, our Church's glorious Anceftors f 
We've learnt our Arts, and made their Methods ouri. 
Nor have we come behind, the lead Degree, 
Jn acts of rough and manly Cruelty ; 
Converting Faggots, and the pow'rful Stake* 
And Sword refiftlefs our Apoftles make. 

This heretofore Bohemia felt, % and thus 
Were all the num'rous Profelytes of Hufs 
Crufli'd *pth their Head : fo Waldo's curfed Rout, 
And thofe of Wickliff\ here were rooted out, 

* 

* S or bonne y a Village near Paris, where is held a So- 
ciety of Doctors of Divinity, founded by St. Lewis IX. 
and Ralp de Sorbonne his Confeflbr, Anno 1264. 

t Dr. John Wickliff> in 1337, preached ftrongly againft 
the Pope's Supremacy, the Infallibility of the Church, 
and Tranfubltantiation at Oxford : And notwithstanding 
he died in 1385, at his Parifli at Lutterworth in Leicef- 
terjbire y he was dug up Forty Years afterwards, and 
burnt for a Heretick. 
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Their Names fcarce left. — Sure were the Means, 
we chofe, 

And wrought prevailingly : Fire purg'd the Drofs 
Of thofc foul Herefies, and fovereign Steel 
Lopt off th'infeded Limbs the Church to heal. 
Renown'd was that French Brave, renown'd 



his Deed, f 
A Deed, for which the Day deferves its red \ 
Far more than for a paltry Saint, that dy'd : J 
How goodly was the Sight ! How fine the Show 
.When Pans faw thro* all its Channels flow 
The Blood of Huguenots ; when the full Sein 9 
SwelPd with the Flood, its Banks with Joy o'er-ratfl 
He foorn'd like common Murderers to deal 
By Parcels and Piece-meal ; he fcom'd Retail 
I'th' Trace of death: whole Myriads died by th' 



great, I 
Soon as one Jingle Life ; fo quick their Fate, f 
Their very Prayers and Wifties came too late. J 
This a King* did: And great and mighty 'twas, 
'Worthy his high Degree, and Pow'r and Place, 
And worthy our Religion, and our Cau/e : 
Unmatch'd 't had been, had not Mac-quire arofe, 

* Henry III. who confented to the Maflacre of the 
Proteftants at Paris in 1572, was fcventeen years after- 
wards murdered in the very Room by Clement, where he 
agreed to this hellifti deed. 
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The bold Mac-quire (who read in modern Fame, . 

Can be a Stranger to hi* Worth and: Name?) 

Born to Out-fin a Monarchy born to reign * 

In Guilt 9 and all Competitors diftajg : 

Dread Memory ! whole each Mention ftill can makO 

Pale Htrttics with trembling Horror quake, 

T'undo. a Kingdom, to atchieve a Clime 

Like his ; wha would not fall and die like him ? 

Never had Rome a nobler Service done, 

Never had Hell; each Day came thronging down 

V aft Shoals of Ghofts, 2nd mine was pleas'd and glad* 

And fmil'd, when it the brare Revenge furvey'd. 

Nor do I mention thefe great Inftances 
For Bounds, and Limits to your Wickednefs : 
Dare yon beyond, fomething out of the Road 
Of all Example, where none yet have trod, 
Nor fhall hereafter ; what mad Catiline 
Durfti never think, nor's madder Poet feign, 
Make the poor baffled Pagan Fool confefs, 
How much a Cbriftia* Crime can conquer his : 
How far in gallant Mifchief overcome, 
The old muft yield to nenv 9 and modern Rome* 
Mix //// paft, prefent, future, in one A& ; 
One high, one brave, one great, one glorious Fa&« 
Which Mill and wry J may envy-— 
Such as a God himfelf might wifli to be, 
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A Complke in the mighty Villainy, 
And barters Heaven, and vouchfafe to die. 

Nor let Delay (the Bane of Enterprize) 
Mar yours, or make the great Importance mifs. 

his Fa& has wak'd your Enemies, and their Fear ; 
Let it your Vigour too, your Hafte and Care. 
Be fwift, and let your Deeds foreftal Intent, 
Foreftal ev** Wifhes, e'er they can take Vent, > 
Nor give the Fates the Leifure to prevent. J 
Let the full Clouds, which a long time did wrap 
Your gathering Thunder, now with Hidden Clap, 
Break out upon your Foes ; dafti, and confound, . 
And fpread a voidlefs Ruin all around. 

Let the fir'd City to your Plot give Light ; 
You raz'd it half before, now raze it quite. 
Do't more efFe&ually ; I'd fee it glow 
In Flames unquenchable as thofe below. 
I'd fee the Mifcreants with their Houfes burn, 
And all together into A flies turn, 

Bdnd next your Fury to the curft Divan ; 
That damn'd Committee, whom the Fates ordain £ 
Of all our well-laid Plots to be the Bane. J* 
Unkennel thofe State-Foxes where they lie 
•Working your fpeedy Fate, and Defttny. 
*Lug by the Ears the doating Prelate thence, 
Dafti Herefy together with their Brain* 
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Out of theif (hatter'd Heads. Lop off the Lords 
And Commons at one Stroke, and let your Swords 
Adjourn 'em all to th'other World.— 

Would I were bleft with Flefh and Blood again, * 
But to be A&or in that happy Scene ! 
Yet thus I will be by, and glut my View, 
Revenge mall take its fill, in State I'll go 
With captive Qbofis t'attend me down below. 

Let thefe the Handfels of your Vegeance be, 
But ftop not here, nor flag in Cruelty. 
Kill like a Plague, or InquiJkioH ; fpare 
No Age, Degree, or Sex ; only to wear 
A Soul, only to own a Life, be her^ 
Thought Crime enough to lofe't : No Time, nor 
Place 

Be San&uary from your Outrages. 
[Spare not in Churches, kneeling Priefls at Pray'r, f 
Tho' interceding for you, flay ev'n there. 
Spare not young Infants fmiling at the Breaft, 
Who from relenting Fools their Mercy wreft : 
Rip teeming Wombs, tear out the hated Brood 
From thence, and drown 'em in their Mother 1 * Blood, 
Pity not Virgins, nor their tender Cries, 
Tho' proftrate at your Feet with melting Eyes 
All drown'd in Tears : ftrike home, as 'twere in Lufl; 
And force their begging Hands to guide the ThruftJ 
VolL C 
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Ravifh at the Altar, kill when you have done, *» 
Make them your Rapes, and Vi&ims too in one. . 
Nor let grey hoary Hairs Protection give 
To Jge, juft crawling on the Verge of Life : 
Snatch ftom its leaning Hands the weak Support, 
And with it knock't into the Grave with Sport ; 
Brain the poor Cripple with his Crutch, then cry, 
You've kindly rid him of his Mifery. 
\ Seal up your Ears to Mercy, left their Words 
Should tempt a Pity, ram 'em with your Swords 
(Their Tongues too) down their Throats; let'em 
not dare 

To mutter for their Souls a gafping Pray'r, 
But in the Utt'rance choak't, and flab it there. 
'Twere witty handfome Malice (could you do't) 
To make 'em die, and make 'em damn'd^tbbojgtj 

Make Children by one Fate with Parents die, 
Kill ev'n Revenge in next Pofterity : 
So you'll be pefter'd with no Orphan's Cries ; 
No childlf fs Mothers curfe your Memories. 
Make Death and Defolation fwim in Blood 
* Throughout the Land, with nought to flop the Flood 
But flaughtered Carcafes ; till the whole IJle 
Become ontjTomb f become one Funeral Pile \ 
Till fuch vaft Numbers fwell the countlefs f^ni, 
That the wide Grave, and wider Hell want Room* 
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Great was that Tyrant's Wifti, *hich fhould be 
mine, 

Did I not fcorn the Leavings of a fin ; 
Freely would I beftow't on England now, 
That the whole Nation with one Neck might 
grow, 

To be flic'd off, and you to give the Blow. 
What neither Saxon Rage could here inflict, 
Nor Danes more favage, nor the barbarous Pi& ; 
What * Spain or Eighty Eight could e'er devife* 
With all its Fleet, and Freight of Cruelties ; 
What ne'er Medina winYd, much lcfs could dare, 
And bloodier Alva would with trembling hear j 
What may ftrike out dire Prodigies of old, 
And make their mild, and gentler Acts untold ; 
What Heaven's Judgments, nor the angry Stars, 
Foreign lnvafions, nor Domeftic Wars, 
Plague, Fire, nor Famine could effect or do ; 
All this, and more be dar'd and done by you. 

But why do I with idle Talk delay 
Your Hands, and while they mould be acting, flay ? 
Farewel— 
/ If I may wafte a pray'r for your Succefs, 
I Hell be your Aid, and your high projects blefs ! 

* A grand Armada fitted out again ft England. 

C z 
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May chit vile Wretch, if any here there be. 
That meanly ihrinks from brave Iniquity ; 
If any here feel Pity or Remorfe, 
May he feel all I've bid you aft, and wOrfe ! 
May he by Rage of Foes unpitied fall, 
And they tread out his hated Soul to Hell* 
May's Name and Carcafe rot, expos'd alike to be 
The everlafting Mark of grinning Infamy, 
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IN ay, if our Sins are grown fb high of late, 

That Heav'n no longer can adjourn our Fate, 

May't pleafe fome milder Vengeance to advife, 

Plague, Fire, Sword, Death, or any thing but this. 

Let it rain {balding Show'rs of Brimftmte down, 

To burn us, as of old the luftful * Yawn : 

Let a new Deluge overwhelm agen, 

And drown at once our Land, our Lives, our Sin. 

Thus gladly we'll compound, all this we'll pay, * 

To have this worft of //// remov'd away. 

Judgments of other kinds are often fent 

In Mercy only, not for Runifhment : 

But where thefe light, they (hew a Nation's Fate 

Is given up, and pail for Reprobate. 

When God his ftock of Wrath on tgypt fpent -\ 
To make a ilubborn Land, and King repent, > 
Sparing the reft, had he this one Plague feat ; J 
For jthis alone his People had been quit, 
And Pharaoh circumcis'd a Profelyte. 



# Sodom* 
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Wonder no longer why no Curfe, like thefe, 
Was known, or fufferM in the primitive Days : 
They never finn'd enough to merit it, 
'Twas therefore what Heav'ns juft Pow'r thought fit, 
To fcourge this latter, and more finful Age 
With all the Dregs, and Squeezing! of his Rage. 

Too dearly is proud Spain with England quit 
For all her Lofs fuftain'd in Eighty Eight : 
For all the Ills our warlike Virgin wrought, 
Or Drake, and Raivleigh • her great Scourges 
brought. 

Amply me was reveng'd in that one Birth, 
When Hell for her the Bifcain Plague brought forth, 
Great Counter Plague ! in which unhappy we 
Pay back her fufF 'rings with full Ufury : 
Than whom alone none ever was defign'd 
T'entail a wider Curfe on Human Kind, S 
But he, who firft begot us, and firft finn'd, 
Happy the World had been, and happy Thou, 
(Lefs damn'd at leaft, and lefs accurft than now) 
If early with lefs Guilt in War thou'dft dy'd, 
And from enfuing Mifchiefs Mankind freed. 
Or when thou view'dft the Holy Land, and T rnih, 
Th'hadft fufFer'd there thy Brother Traytorh Do©m. 

• Executed at the Inftigation of the Sfanijh Am- 
bafludor. 
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Curft be the Womb, that with the Fifebrand teem'd 
Which ever fince has the whole Globe inflam'd ; 
More curft than ill aim'd Shot, which bafely mift, 1 
Which maim'd zLimb, but fpar'd thy hated Breafti > 
And made at once a Cripple and a Prieft. 3 

But why this wifh ? the Church if Co might lack 
Champions, good Works, and Saints for th' Almanack. 
Thefe are the Janizaries of the C**^, 
The Life-Guard of the Roman Sultan, chofe f 
To break the Force of Huguenots and /Wj. 3 
The Churches Hawkers in Divinity, / 
Who 'ftead of Lace and Ribbons, Dodrine cry : 
Rome's Strollers, who furvey each Continent, 
Its T Hnkets and Commodities to vent. 
Export the G*^/, like mere Ware, for Sale, 
And truck'd for Indigo and Cochineals 

the known FaQors here, the Brethren, once 
Swopt C£r//? about for Bodkins, Rings, and Spconsi / 

And (hall thefe great Apoftles be contemn'd, 
And thus by feoff ng Hereticks defam'd? 
They, by whofe Means both Indies now enjoy 
The two choice Bleffings, Pox and Popery? 
Which buried elfe in Ignorance had been, 
Nor known the Worth of Beads and Bellarmine ? 

It pitied holy Mother Church to fee 
A World fo drown'd in grofe Idolatry : 

c 4 
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It griev'd to fee fuch goodly Nations hold 

Bad Errors and unpardonable Gold. 

Strange ! What a fervent Zeal can Coin infufe ! 

What Charity Pieces of Eight produce ! 

So you were chofen the fitted to reclaim 

The Pagan World, and giv't a Chrifiian Name. 

And great was the Succefs ; whole Myriads flood 

At Font, and were baptiz'd in their own Blood. 

Millions of Souls were hurl'd from hence to burn 

Before their Time, be damn'd before their Turn. 

Yet thefe were in Compaffion fent to Hell, 
The reft referv'd in Spite, and worle to feel, 
Compell'd indead of Fiends to worfhip you y 
The more inhuman Devils of the two* 
Rare Way* and Method of Couverjkn this, 
To make your Votaries your Sacrifice ; 
If to deflroy be Reformation thought, 
A Plague as well might the good Work have wrought. 

Now fee we why your Founder, weary grown, 
Would lay his former trade of Killing down ; 
He found 'twas dull, he found a Crown would be 
A fitter Cafe, and Badge of Cruelty. 
Each fniv'ling Hero Seas of Blood can fpill, 
When Wrongs provoke, and Honour bids him kill. 
Each tiny Bully Lives can freely bleed, 
When prefb'd by Wine or Punk, to knock o'th'Hcad : 
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Give me your through-pac'd Rogue* who towns 
to be I 

Prompted by poor Revenge, or Injury, l 
But does it of true inbred Cruelty : J 
Your cool, and fober Murderer, wbo prays, > 
And ftabs at the feme time, who one hand has > 
Stretch'd up to Heaven, t'other to make the pafs. J 

So the late Saints of bleffed Memory, » 
Cut Throats in godly pare Sincerity : 
And with uplifted Hands and Eyes devout, 
Said Grace, and carv'd a flaughter'd Monarch out* 

When the firft Traitor Cmn (too good to be 
Thought Patron of this black Fraternity) 
His bloody Tragedy of old defign'd, } 
One death alone quench'd his revengeful Mind, > 
Coiutent with but a Quarter of Mankind : ) 
I Had he been Jefuit* had he but put on 
^ Their favage Cruelty ; the reft had gone: 
His Hand had fent old Adam after too, 
And forc'd the Godhead to create anew. 

And yet 'twere well, were their foul guilt but 
thought 

Bare Sin : 'Tis ibmething er'n to own a Fault. 
But here the boldeft Flights of Wkkednefs 
Are ftampt Rdigitm, and for current Pafs. 
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^ The blackeft, uglieft, horrid'ft, damned'ft Deed, J 
For which Hell-Flams, the Schools a Title need, > 
If done for Holy Church* is fanftified. 3 
This confecrates the bleffed Work, and 7W, 
Nor muft we ever after think 'em foul. 

2- To undo Realms, kill Parents, murder Kings, 
Are thus but petty Trifles, venial Things, 
Not worth a Confejfir ; nay, Heav'n (hall be 
Itfelf invok'd t'abet th* Impiety. ' 

" Grant, gracious Lord, (fomt reverend Villain 
prays) 

. « That this the bold Aflertor of our Cau/e 
•* May with Succefs accomplifh that great End, 
" For which he was by thee and us deiign'd. 
" Thou to his Arm and Sword thy Strength impart, 
4< And guide 'em fteady to the Tyrants Heart. 
" Grant him for every meritorious Thruft 
" Degrees of Blifs above, among the Juft ; 
" Where holy Garnet* and St. Guy are plac'd. 
" Whom Works, like this, before have thither 
" rais'd. 

" Where they are interceding for us now ; *% 
" For fure they're there." Yesqueftionlefs,and fo > 
Good Nero is, and Dioclefian too, J 
And that great ancient Saint Heroftratus* 
And the late godly Martyr at Thoulou/e. 
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Dare <pmething worthy Newgate and the TiwV, 
If you'll be canoniz'd, and Heav'n infure. 
Dull prinftive Fools of old ! Who would be good, 
Who would by Virtue reach the bleft abode : 
Far other are the Ways found out of late. 
Which Mortals to that happy Place tranflate : 
Rebellion, Treafon, Murder, Maflacre, •% 
The chief Ingredients now of Saintjbip are, > 
And Tyburn only flocks the Calendar. 3 

Unhappy Judas $ whofe ill Fate, or Chance* \j 
Threw him upon grofs Times of Ignorance ; 
Who knew not how to value, or efteem 
The Worth and Merit of a glorious Crime ! 
Should hjs kind Stars have let him a&ed now, \ 
He'd dy'd abfolvd, and dy'd a Martyr too. 

Hear'ft thou, great God, fuch daring Blafphemy, 
And let'ft thy patient Thunder Hill lie by ? 
Strike, and avenge, left impious Atbeifts fay, 
Chance guides the World, and has u&rp'd thy 
Sway; 

Left thefe proud profp'rous Villains too confefs, 
Thou'rt fenfelefs, as they make thy Images. 
Thou juft and facred Pow'r ! wilt thou admit 
Such Guefts mould in thy glorious Prefenfe iitf 
If Heaven can with fuch Company difpence. 
Well did the Indian pray, Might be keep thence ! 
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Bat this we only feign, all vain and fal/e, 
As their own Legends* Miracles, and Talis ; 
f Either the groaadlefs Calumnies of Spite, 
Or idle Rants of Poetry and Wit. 

We wifli they were : But you hear Garnet cry, 
" I did it, and would do't again ; had I 
44 As much of Blood, as many lives as Rome 
" Has fpilt in what the Fools call Martyrdom ; 
44 As many Souls as Sins, I'd freely (take 
" All them, and more, for Mother Church's Sake. 
49 For thatl'll ftrideo'erCrowns, fwim thro' a Flood, 
" Made up of flaughter'd Monarchs Brains and 
Blood. 

44 For that no Lives of Hereticks I'll fpare, 

" But reap 'em down with left Remorfe and Care 

*« Than Tarquin did the Poppy Heads of old, 

«« Or we drop Beads, by which our PrayVs are told." 

Bravely refolv'd ! and 'twas as bravely dar'd : J 
But (loi) the Recompence and great Reward, > 
The Wight is to the Almanack preferred. * 
Rare Motives to be damnM for holy Caufe, 
A few Red Letters and fome Painted Straws ! 
Fools ! who thus truck with Hell by Mohair a, 
And play their Souls againft no Stakes away. 

'Tis Grange with what an holy Impudence 
The Villain caught, his Innocence maintains : 
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Denies with Oaths the Fa&, until it be? 
Lefs Guilt to own it than the Perjury ; 
By th' Mafs and blefled Sacraments he fwears, V 
This Mary 9 s Milk, and t'other Mary's Tears % > 
And the whole Mufter-roll in Calendars. 3 
Not yet fwallow the falfehood? if all this -j 
Won't gain a refty Faith, he will on 'a Knees, > 
Th' Evangelifts, and Lady's Pfalter kifs. J 
To, vouch the Lie, nay, more, to make it good, 
^Mortgage his Soul upon't, his Heav'n, and God, 
Damn'd faithlefs Hereticks! hard to convince, 
WJio trull no Verdift but dull obvious Senfe. 
Unconfcionable -Courts / who Priefts deny 
Their Benefit e'tb* Clergy, Perjury. 
. Room for the Martyr 9 d Saints / behold they come! 
With what a noble Scorn they meet their Doom? 
Not Knights o'tF Poft, nor often carted Whores 
Shew more of Impudence, or lefs Remorfe. 

O glorious and heroic Conltancy ! ^ 
That can forfwear upon the Cart, and die L 
With gafping Souls expiring in a Lie. j 
None but tame fleepifli Criminals repent, 
Who fear the idle Bugbear, Punimment : 
Your gallant Sinner fcorns that Cowardice, 
The poor Regret, of having done axnifs, 
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Brave he, to his firft Principles ftill true, 
Can face Damnation, fin with Hell in View ; 
And bid it take the Soul he does bequeath, 
And blow it thither with his dying Breath. 

Dare fuch as thefe profefs Religion's Name ? 
Who, fhoold they own't, and be believ'd, would 
ihame 

Its Practice out o'th* World ; would Atheift make 
Firm in their Creed* and vouch it at the Stake ? 
1*Hea<v'n for fuch, whofe Deeds make Hell too good, 
Too mild a Penance for their curfed Brood r 
For whofe unheard-of Crimes, and damned Sake, 
Fate muft below new Sorts of Torture make, 
Since, when of old it fram'd that Place of Doom, 
*Twas thought no Guilt like this could thither come, 
f Bafe recreant Souls ! would you have Kings truft 
you, „ 

Who never yet kept your Allegiance true 
To any but HelPs Prince? who with more Eafe J 
Can fwallow down mod folemn Perjuries, £ 
Than a Town- Bully common Oaths and Lies ? 3 
Are the French Harry's Fates fo foon forgot? 
Our laft bleft Tudor ? or the Powder-Plot? 
And thofe fine Streamers that adorn'd fo long y 
The Bridge, and Weftmznfter y and yet had hung, > 
Were they not ftol'n, and now for Rclicks gone ? 3 
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Think Torus loyal, or Scotch Covenanters $ 
Robb'd Tygers gentle ; courteous, fatting Bears ; 
Jtheifis devout, and thrice-wrack'd Mariners ; 
Take Goats for chafte, and cloifter'd Marmofius 
For plain, and open two-edg'd Pariiites ; 
Believe Bawds modeft, and the ihamelefs Stews* 
And binding Drunkards Oaths f and Strumpets Fo*ws; 
And when in time thefe Contradictions meet. 
Then hope to find them in a Loyolite ; 

\To whom, tho* gafping, fhould I Credit give, 
I'd think 'twere lin, and damn'd like unbelief. ?^ 
Oh for the Swedijh law enacted hefe ! \ 
No Scarecrow frighten's like a Prieft-Gelder, 
Jlunt them, as Beavers are, force them to buy 
Their lives with Ranfom of their Lechery. 
Or let that wholfome Statute be reviv'd, \ 
Which England heretofore from Wolves reliev'd ; \ 
Tax every Shin inftead of them to bring 
Eacji Year a certain 'tail of Jefuits in ; 
And let their mangled Quarters hang the JJle 
To fcare all future Vermin from the Soil. 
Mongers avauntl may fome kind Whirlwind fweep 
Our Land, and drown thefe Locufts in the Deep : 
Hence ye loath'd Obje&s of our Scorn and Hate, 
With alJ the Curfes of aa injur'd State : 
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Go, foul Impoftors, to feme duller Soil, 
Some eafter Nation with your Cheats beguile ; 
Whercyour grofs common Gulleries may pafs, 
To Jlur, and top on bubbled Confciences ; 
Where Ignorance and th' Inquifition rules, 
Where the vile Herd of poor Implicit Fools 
Are damn'd contentedly, where they are led 
Blindfold to Hell, and thank, and pay their Guide! 

Go, where all your black T n'be before are gone, 
Follow CbafteU Ravillac, Clement down, 
Your Catejby*, Faux, and Garnet, thoufands more, 
And thofe who hence have lately rais'd the Score. 
Where the Grand Traytor now, and all the Crew, 
Of his fii/ciples muft receive their Due : 
Where Flames, and Tortures of eternal Date, 
Muft punilh you, yet ne'er can .expiate : 
Learn duller Fiends your unknown Cruelties, 
Such as no Wit, but yours, could e'r devife, 
No Guilt but yours deferve ; make Hell confefs 
It/elf out-done, its Devils damn'd for lefs. 

• Part of thefe concerned in the Gunpowder-Plot* 
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Loyola'/* WiU. 



JLiong had that fam'd Impoftor found fuccefs, 
Long feen his damn'd Fraternity* s Increafe, 
In Wealth and Power, Mi/chief, Guile improved. 
By Popes, and Pope-rid- Kings upheld and lo<v'd. 
Laden with Tears, and Sins, and numerous Scars, 
Got fome i'th 9 Field, hut moft in other Wars, 
Now fading Life decay, and Fate draw near, *\ 
Grown ripe for Hell, and Roman Calendar, > 
He thinks it worth his holy thoughts and Care, 3 

* Ignatius Loyola, founder of the Order of Jefuits, 
born in the Province of Guipufcoa in Spain, in the Year 
1491 j he was bread at the Court of Ferdinand and I/a* 
bella. He entered into the Military Life, and was 
wounded in the right Leg at the Siege of Pampelonne $ 
and when under Cure of this Wound, he determined to 
renounce the Vanities of the World, and confecrate him- 
felf and Arms to the Virgin Mary, In the Year 1 543 he 
founded, without any Reftriclions, his new Society, 
which was Confirmed by Pope Paul III. He continued 
at their Head till his Death, which happened in July 

D 
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Some hidden Rules and Secrets to impart, 
The Proofs of long Experience and deep Art% 
Which to Ins Succejfors may ufeful be, 
In conducl of their future Villany. 
Summoned together all th 9 officious Bandy 
The Orders of their Bed-rid Chief attend: 
Doubtful, what Legacy he will bequeath, 
And umit -with greedy Ears his dying Breath .* 
With fuch quick Duty Vaffal Fiends below 
To meet Commands of their dread Monarchs go, 

On Pillow rais 9 d, he does their Entrance greet, 
And joys to fee the wiftfd Affembly meet : 
*I hey in glad Murmurs tell their joy aloud, 
Then a deep Silence ft ills the expe&ing Crowd \ 
Like Delphick-Z% of old, by Fiend poffeft, 
He fwells, wild Frenzy heaves his panting Breaft ; . 
His briftling Hairs ftick up, his Eye-balls glow, 
And from his Mouth long freaks of Drivel flow : 
Thrice with due Reverence he himfelf doth crofs 9 
Then thus his hellijh Oracles difclofe. 

Ye firm Aflbciates of my great Defign, 
Whom the fame Vows, and Oaths, and Order join, 
The faithful Band, whom I,' and Rome have chofe, 
The laft Support of our declining Caufe ; 
Whofe conq'ring Troops I with Succefs have led 
'Gainft all.Oppofers of our Church, and Head } * 
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Whoe'er to the mad German owe their Rife, 
Geneva* s-Rtbehy or the hot-brain'd Suui/s ; 
Revolted Here ticks, who late have broke. 
And durft throw off the long-worn facred Yoke : 
You, by whofe happy Influence Rome can boaft 
A greater Empire than by Luther loft ; 
By whom wide Nature's far-fetch'd limits now, 
And utmoft Indies to its Crofier bow. 

Go on, ye mighty Champions of our Caufe, 
Maintain our Party, and fubdue our Foes : 
Kill Herefy, that rank and poifonous Weed, 
Which threatens now the Church to overfpread; 
Fire Calvin, and his Neft of Upftarts out, 
Who tread our facred Mitre under Foot ; 
Stray'd Germany reduce : let it no more 
Th' inceftuous Monk of Wittemberg adore : 
Make ftubborn England once more ftoop its Crown, 
And Fealty to our Prieftly Sovereign own : j 
Regain our Church's Right, the IJland clear 
From all remaining Dregs of Wickliff there. 
Plot, enterprize, contrive, endeavour; fpare 
No Toil nor Pains ; no Death nor Danger fear. 
Reftlefs yoar Aims purfue : let no Defeat 
Your fprightly Courage, and Attempts rebate, 
But urge to frefti, and bolder, ne'er to end 
Till the whole World to our great Caliph bend. 
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Till he thro' every Nation every where 
Bear Sway, and reign as abfolute as here : 
Till Rome without Controul or Cpnteft be 
The Univerfal Ghoftly Monarchy. 

Qhl that kind Heaven a longer Thread would 
give, 

And let me to that happy Junfture live : 
But 'tis decreed I— at this be paused and wept, 
Vhe reft alike time with his Sorrow kept : 
Then thus continued be, — Since unjuft Fate 
Envies my Race of Glory longer Date ; 
Yet, as a wounded General, e'er he dies, 
To his fad Troops fighs out his laft Advice, 
(Who, tho' they muft his fatal Abfence moan, 
By thofe great Lefibns conquer when he's gone) 
So I to you my laft Inftruftions give, 
And breath out Counfels with my parting Life: 
Let each to my important Words give Ear, 
Worth your Attention, and my dying Care. 
Firft, and the chiefeft Thing by me injoin'd, 
The folemn'ft Tie, that nmft your Order bind, 
; Let each without Demur or Scruple pay 
A ftrift Obedience to the Roman Sway : 
To the unerring Chair all Homage fwear, 
Altho' a Punk, a Witch, a Fiead fit there: 
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Whoe'er is to the facred Mitre rearM, 
Believe all Virtues with the Place conferr'd : 
Think him eftablifli'd there by Heaven, tho* he } 
Has Altars robb'd for Bribes the Choice to buy, > 
Or pawn'd his Soul to Hell for Simony : 3 
Tho' he be Athcifl, Heathen, T urk t or Jew, 
Blafphemer, facrilegious, perjur'd too : 
Tho' Pander, Bawd, Pimp, Pathick, Buggerer, 
Whate'er old Sodom's Neft of Leachers were : 
Tho' Tyrant, Traitor, Pois'ner, Parricide, 
Magician, Mo n Iter, all that's bad befide : 
Fouler than Infamy ; the very Lees, 
The Sink; the Jakes, the Common-Shore of Vice: 
Strait count him holy, virtuous, good, devout, 
Chafte, gentle, meek, a Saint, a God, who not? 

Make Fate hang on his Lips, nor Heaven have 
Pow'r to Piedeftinate without his Leave : 
None be admitted there but who he pleafe, 
Who buys from him the Patent for the Place. 
Hold tbofe amongft the higheft Rank of Saints, 
Whoe'er he to that Honour mail advance, 
Tho' here the Refufe of the Jail, and Stews, 
Which Hell itfelf would fcarce for Lumber chufe : 
But count ail reprobate, and damn'd, and worfe, 
Whom he, when Gout* or Phthifick Rage (hall 
curfe: 
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Whom he in Anger excommunicates, 
For Friday Meals, and abrogating Sprats ; 
Or in juft Indignation fpurns to Hell 
For jeering Holy Toe, and Pantoffle, 

Whate'er he fays efteem for holy Writ, 
And Text Apocriphal, if he think fit : 
Let arrant Legends, worft of Tales and Lies, 
Falfer than Capgraves, and Voragines, 
Than ghtixot, Rablais* Amadis de Gaul ; -% 
Is fign'd with facred Lead, and Fiftier's Seal L 
Be thought Authentic and Canonical, 3 
Again, if he ordain't in his Decrees, 
Let very Gofpel for meer Fable pafs : 
i Let Right be Wrong, Black White, and Virtue Vice, 
No Sun, no Moon,- nor no Antipodes, 
Forfwear your Reafpn, Confcience, and your Creed, 
: Your very Senfe, and Euclid, if he bid- 
/^Ltt it be held lefs heinous, lefs amifs, 
^To break all God's Commands than one of his : 
When his great Miffions call, without Belay, ^ 
Without Reluctance readily obey, £ 
Nor let your inmoft Wifties dare gainfay : 3 
Should he to Bantam, or Japan command, 
Or fartheft Bounds of Southern unknown Land, 
Farther than Avarice its Vaflals drives, 
Thro' Rocks , and Dangers, lofs of Blood, and Lives ; 
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Like great Xavier's be your Obedience (hewn, 
Outftrip his Courage, Glory, and Renown ; 
Whom neither yawning Gulphs of deep Defpair, 
Nor fcorching Heats of burning Lime could fcare r 
Whom Seas, nor Storms, nor Wrecks could make 

refrain . 
From propagating Jjoly-Eakh, anxLGajn* / 



If he but nod Commiflions out to kill, 
But beckon Lives of Hereticks to (pill ; 
Let th' Inquifition rage, frefti Cruelties 
Make the dire Engines groan with tortur'd Cries : 
Let Campo Flori every day be ftrow'd 
With the warm Afliesof tiieLutFran Brood: 
Repeat again Bohemian Slaughters o'er, 
And Piedmont Vallies drown with floating Gore: 
Swifter than murdering Angels, when they fly 
On Errands of avenging Deftiny. 
Fiercer than Storms let loofe, with eager hafte 
Lay Cities, Countries, Realms, whole Nature wafte : 
Sack, raviih, burn, deftroy, flay, maflacre, 
Till the fame Grave their Lives and Names inter. 

Thefe are the Rights to our great Mufti due, 
The fworn Allegiance of your facred Vow : 
What elfe we in our Votaries require, 
What other Gift next follows to enquire. 
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And firft it will oar great Advice befit, 
What Soldiers to your Lift you ought readmit, 
To Natives of the Church, and Faith, like you, 
The foremoft Rank of Choice is juftly due : 
'Mongft whom the chiefeft Place aflign to thofe, 
Whofe Zeal has moftly iignaliz'd the Caufe, 
But let not Entrance be to them deny'd, 
Whoever £hall divert the adverfe Side : 

I Omit no Promifes of Wealth or Power, 

J That may inveigled Hereticks allure : 
Thofe whom great Learning, Paris, or Witn 
renowns, ( 
Cajole, with Hopes of Honour, Scarlet Gowns, f 
Provincialfhips, and Palls, and Triple-Crowns, «* 
This muft a Re&or, that a Provoft be, 
A third fucceed to the next Abbacy : 
Some Princes Tutors, others Confeflbrs, 
To Dukes, and Kings, and Queens, and Emperors j 
Thefe are ftrong Arguments, which feldom fail, 
Which more than all your weak Difputes prevail. 

Exclude not thofe of lefs Defert, decree 
To all Revolters your Foundation free : 
To all, whom Gaming, Drunkennefs, or Luft, 
To Need, and Popery fhall have redue'd : 
To all, whom flighted Love, Ambition croft, 
Hopes often bilkt, and fought Preferment loft, 
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Whom Pride, or Difcontent, Revenge, or Spite, 
Fear, Frenzy, or Defpair fhall profely te : 
Thofe powerful Motives, which the moft bring in, 
Moll Converts to our Church, and Order win* 
Reject not thofe, whom Guilt and Crimes at home 
Have made to us for Sanctuary come : 
Let Sinners of each Hue, and Size, and Kind, 
Here quick Admittance, and fafe Refuge find : 
Be they from Juftice of their Country fled, 
With Blood of Murders, Rapes, and Treafons dy'd : 
/No Varlet, Rogue, or Mifcreant refufe, 
| From Gallics, Jails, or Hell itfelf broke loofe. 
By this you fhall in Strength and Numbers grow, 
And Shoals each Day to your throng'dCloifters flow: 
So Rome and Mecca's * firft great Founders did, 
By fuch wife Methods make their Churches fpreacf. 
When fhaven Crown, and hallow'd Girdle's 
Power 

Has dub'd him Saint, that Villain was before ; 
Enter'd, let it his firft Endeavour be 
To (hake off all Remains of Modefty ; 
Dull fneaking Modefty, not more unfit 
For needy flatt'ring Poets, when they write, 
Or trading Punks, than for a Jefuit : 

• Mahomet. 
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If any Novice feel at firft a Blum, •% 
Let Wine, and frequent Converfe with the I 
Stews f 
Reform the Fop, and fliame it out of Ufe, ^ 
Unteach the puling Folly by Degrees, 
And train him to a well-bred Shameleflhefs. 
\\ Get that great Gift, and Talent. Impudence* I 
Ac complied Mankind's higheft Excellence :\ 
'Tis that alone prefers, alone makes great, 
Confers alone Wealth, Titles, and Eftate : 
Gains Place at Court, can make a Fool a Peer, } 
An Afs a Bifhop, can vil'ft Blockheads rear f 
To wear red Hats, and fit in Porph'ry Chair. J 
'Tis Learning, Parts, and Skill, and Wit, and 
Senfe, 

Worth, Merit, Honour, Virtue, Innocence. 
♦ Next for Religion, learn what's fit to take, 
How fmall a Dram does the juft Compound make. 
As much as is by the crafty State/men worn 
For Fafliion only, or to ferve a Turn : 
To bigot Fools its idle Pra&ice leave, 
\ Think it enough the empty Form to have : 
> The outward Show is feemly, cheap, and light, 
Tha Subftance cumberfome, of Coft, and Weight: 
The Rabble judge by what appears to th' Eye, 
None, or but few the Thoughts within defcry, 
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Make't you an Engine to ambitious Pow'r 
To flalk behind, and hit your Mark more fare : 
A Cloak to cover weJl-hid Knavery, 
Like it, when us'd, to be with Eafe thrown by ; 
A fhifting Card, by which your Courfe to fteer, 
And taught with every changing Wind to veer, 
Let no nice, holy, confcientious Afs 
Amongft your better Company find Place, 
Me, and your whole Foundation to difgrace ; 
Let Truth be banilh'd, ragged Virtue fly, 
And poor unprofitable Honefly ; 
Weak Idols, who their wretched Slaves betray ; 
To every Rook, and every Knave a Prey : 
Thefe lie remote, and wide from Intereft, 
Farther than Heaven from Hell, or Eaft from 
Weft, 

Far as they e'er were diftant from the Breaft, 

Think not yourfelves t'Aufrerities confin'd, v 
Or thofe ftri& Rules which other Orders bind, \ 
To. Capuchins, Carthufians, Cordeliers \ 
Leave Penance, meager Abftinence, and Prayers ; 
In loufy Rags, let Begging Fryars lie, 
Content on Boards of Straw to mortify : 
Let them with Sackcloth difcipline their Skins, 
And fcourge them for their Madnefs, and their Sins : 
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Let pining Anchorets in Grottos ftarve, 
Who from the Liberties of Nature fwerve : 
Who make't their chief Religion not to eat, 
And plac't in Naflinefs, and Want of Meat : 
Live you in Luxury* and pamper'd Eafe, 1 
As if whole Nature were your Catere/s, \ 
Soft be your Beds, as thofe which Monarch's Whares 
Lie on, or Gouts of Bed-rid Emperors : 
Your Wardrobes ftor'd with Choice of Suits more 
dear 

Than Cardinals on high Proceflions wear : 
With Dainties load your Boards, whofe every Dijh 
May tempt cloy'd Gluttons, or Vitcllius* * Wifa. 
Each fit a longing Queen : Let richeft Wines 
With Mirth your Heads inflame, with Luft your 
Veins : 

Such as the Friends of dying Popes would give 
For Cordials to prolong their gafping Life : 
i Ne'er let the Naxarene, whofe Badge and Name 
You wear, upbraid you with a confeious Shame : 
Leave him his flighted Homilies, and Rules, 
To fluff the Squabbles of the wrangling Schools .• 
Difdain, that He, and the poor Angling-?* ribe, 
Should Laws and Government to you prefcribe t 

* The ninth Roman Emperor, and perhaps the moil 
voluptuous Glutton the World ever produced. 
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/ Let none of thofe good Fools your Patterns make ; 
Inftead of them the mighty Ju4&jake r 
Renown'd Ifcariot, fit alone to be 
Th* Example of our great Society ; 
Whofe darling Guilt defpis'd the common Read, 
And fcorn'd to flop at Sin beneath a God. 

And now 'tis time I fhould Inftruclions give, 
What Wiles and Cheats the Rabble beft deceive : 
Each Age and Sex, their different Paffions wear> 
To fuit with which requires a prudent Care ; 
Youth is capricious, headftrong, fickle, vain, 
To Lauole/s Plea/ure given, Age to Gain : 
Old Wives, in Superflition o*ver-gro*wn, 
With Chimney-Tales, and Stories beft are won: ^ 
'Tis no mean T alent rightly to defcry, 
What feveral Baits to each you ought t'appjy. 
The credulous and eafy of Belief, \ 
With Miracles, and well-fram'd Lies deceive. 
Empty whole Surius, and the Talmud : drain 
Saint Francis, and Saint Mahomet's Alcoran ; I 
Sooner fhall Popes, and Cardinals want Pride, ; 
Than you a Stock of Lies, and Legends need 1 . 

Tell, how blefs'd Virgin to come down wasfeen, 
Like Play-Houfe Punk defcending in Machine : 
How Ihe writ Billet- Doux, and Love~DifcQurfe f 
Mzie ^fignations, Vifits, and Amours: 



Digitized by 



46 SATIRE III. 



How Hofts diftreft, her Smock for Banner bore> 
Which vanquifti'd Foes, and murder'd at Twelve 
Score. 

Relate how Fijh in Conventicles met. 
And Mackrel were with Bait of Doclrine caught ; 
How Cattle have judicious Hearers been, 
And Stones pathetically cry'd Amen : 
How confecrated Hive with Bells was hung, 
And Bees kept Mafs, and holy Anthems Jung : 
How Pigs to th' Ros'ry kneel'd, and Sheep were 
taught 

To bleat Te Deum, and Magnificat : 
How Fly-Flap of Church-Cenfure Houfes rid 
Of Infefts, which at Curfe of Fryar dy'd ; 
How traveling Saints, well mounted on a Switch, 
Ride Journies through the Air, like Lapland Witch i 
And ferrying Cowls Religious Pilgrims bore, 
O'er Waves, without the Help of Sail, or Oar. 
Nor let Xavier's great Wonders pafs conceal'd, 
How Storms were by th* Almighty Wafer quell'd ; 
How zealous Crab the facred Image bore, 
And fwam a CathHick to the diftant Shore : 
With Shams, like thefe, the giddy Rout miflead* 
Their Folly and their Suptrftition feed. 

'Twas found a good, and gainful Art of old 
(And much it did our Church's iVwV uphold) 
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To feign Hob-goblins, Elves, and walking Sprites* 

And Fairies dancing Salenger o* Nights : 

White Sheets for Gbofts, and Will-a-uui/ps have paft 

For Souls in Purgatory unreleas'd, 

And Crabs in Church-yard crawl'd in Mafqueradc, . 

To cheat the Parifti, and have Majfes faid. 

By this our Anceftors in happier days, 

Did Store of Credit, and Advantage raife : 

But now the trade is fall'n, decay'd, and dead^ 

E'er fince contagious Knonvlege has o'erfpread : / 

With Scorn the grinning Rabble now hear tell 

Of Hecla, Patrick' s-hole, and Mongibel ; 

Believ'd no more, than Tales of T roy, unlefs 

In Countries drown'd in Ignorance, like this. 

Henceforth be wary how fuch Things you feign, * 

Except it be beyond the Cape, or Line : 

Except at Mexico, JBrazi/e, Peru, 

At the Mo/ucco y s, Goa, or Pegu, 

Or any diftant, and remoter Place, 

Where they may current and unqueftion'd pafs : 

Where never poaching Hereticks rtfort, 

To fprjng the Lie, and mak't their Game and Sport* 

But I forget (what mould be mention* d moft) \ 
Confejfwn, our chief Privelege, and Boafi : 
That £taple-Ware which ne'er returns in vain, • 
Ne'er balks the Trader of expected Gain. 



Digitized by 



4S SATIRE III. 



'T*s this, that fpies trough Court-Intrigues, and 
brings 

| Jdmiffion to the Cabinets of Kings : 
J By this we keep proud Monarchs at our Becks, 
And make our Foot/tools of their Thrones and 
Ntcks: 

Give 'em Command, and if they difobey, 
Betray them to th' ambitious Heir a Prey : 
Hound the officious Curs on Hereticks, 
The Vermin, which the Church infeft, and 
vex: 

And when our Turn is fervM, and Bufinefs done, 
Difpatch 'em for Reward, as ufelefs grown : 

Nor are thefe half the Benefits and Gains, 
Wiich by wife manag'ry accrue from thence : 
t By this we unlock the Mirer's hoarded Chefts, 
And Treafure, tho' kept clofe, as Statefmens 
Breads : 

This does rich Widows to our Nets decoy, 
Let us their Jointures, and themfelves enjoy : 
To us the Merchant does his cuiloms bring, 
And pays our Duty, tho' he cheats his King : 
To us Court-Minifters refund, made great 
By Robbery, and Bankrupt of the State : 
Oar* is the Soldier's Plunder, Padder's Prize* 
Gabels on Lcch'ry, and Stew's Excife : 
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By this our Colleges in Riches mine, 

And vie with. Becket's * and Loretu's f Shrine. 

And here I mull not grudge a Word or two 
(My younger Vot'ries) of Advice to you, 
To you, whom Beauty's Charms, and gen'rous 
Fire, 

Of boiling Youth to Sports of Love infpire: x 
This is your Harveft, here fecure, and cheap I \ 
You may the Fruits of unbought Pleafure reap :/ ; 
Riot in free and uncontroul'd Delight, 
Where no dull Marriage clogs the Appetite : 
Tafte every Di(h of Lull's Variety, 
Which Popes, and fcarlet Leathers dearly buy, 
With Bribes, and Bifhopricks, and Simony. 
But this I ever to your Care commend, 
Be wary how you openly offend : 
Left fcoffing lewd Buffoons defcry our Shame, 
And fix Difgrace on the great Order's Fame. 

When the unguarded Maid alone repairs *T 
To eafe the Burden of her Sins, and Cares ; 

* Thomas a Becket murdered in Canterbury Cathe- 
dral. 

t Commonly called the Lady of Loretto, fuppofed to 
be the Room in which the Pirgin Mary conceived and 
brought forth the Child Jefus % ~-lt is a Church famous 
for its Miracles and Riches. 

E 
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When Youth in each, and Privacy confpire 
To kindle fifties, and befriend Defire ; 
If (lie has pracWd in the Trade before, 
(Few elfe of Profelytes to us brought o'er) 
Little of force, or Artifice will need, 
To make you in the victory fucceed : 
But if fome untaught Innocent, (he be, n 
Rude, and unknowing in the Myftery ; > 
She'll cofl more Labour to be made comply. 3 
Make her by Pumping underftaad the Sport, 
And undermine with fecret Trains the Fort : 
Sometimes as if you'd blame her gaudy drefs, j 
Her naked Pride, her Jewels, Point, and Lace, > 
Find Opportunity her Breafts to prefs : J 
Oft feel her Hand, and whifper in her Ear, 
You find the fecret Marks of Lewdnefs there : 
Sometimes with naughty Senfe her blufhes raife, 
And make 'em Guilt, fhc never knew, confefs j 
" Thus (may you fay) with fuch a leering Smile, 
«< So languishing a look your hearts beguile : 
" Thus with your Foot, Hand, Eye, your Tokens 
" fpeak, 

" Thefe Signs deny, thefe Aflignations make ; 
«« Thus 'tis you clip, with fuch a fierce Embrace 
" You clafp ybur Lover to your Breaft and Face: 
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" Thus are your hungry Lips with Kiffts cloy'd, 
" Thus is your Hand, and thus your Tongue 
" employed," 
Ply her with Talk like this : And if fh'incline 
To help Devotion, give her Aretint # , 
Inftead o'th'Rofary : Never defpair, 
She, that to fuch Difcourfe will lend an Ear, 
Tho* chatter than old cloifter d Nuns fhe were, 
Will foon prove foft and pliant to yourUfe, 
As Strumpets at a Carnival let loofe, 
Credit Experience 5 I have try'd all, 
And never found th* unerring Methods fail : 
Not Ovid, tho* 'twere his chief Maftery> 
Had greater Skill in thefe Intrigues, than I : 
Nor Nero's learned Pimp f> t0 whom we owe 
What choice Records of Luft are extant now. 
This heretofore, when Youth, and fprightly Blood 
Ran in my Veins, I tailed, and enjoy'd : 

* Peter Aretine, a Native of Arezze, celebrated for his 
wanton and fatirical Works in the 16th Century— for 
which, very improperly, he was called the Divine, His 
Death was equal to hit extraordinary Turn of Genius ; 
laughing prodigiously at fome well-turned double entendre, 
he fell backwards from his Chair, and killM himielf, in 
1556, aged 65. 

f Petraniusy who drew the Characters of Nero and his 
Court, in lome fevere meretricious Satires* 
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Ah thofe bleft Days ! — {Here the old teacher fmiPd 9 
With fweet Remembrance ofpaft Pleafures fiWd) 
But they are gone ! Wifties alone remain, 
And Dreams of Joy, ne'er to be felt again : 
To abler Ycuth I now the Practice leave. 
To whom this Counfel, and Advice I give. 

But the dear Mention of my gayer Days 
Has made me farther, than I would, digrefs : 
'Tis time we now mould in due Place expound, 
How guilt is after Shriet to be aton'd : 
I ' Enjoin no four Repentance, Tear, and Grief \ 
| Eyes weep no Ca(h, and you no Profit give : 
Sins, though of the fir ft Rate, mail punifh'd be, 
Not by their own, but th' A&or's Quality : 
The Poor, whofe Purfe cannot the Penance bear, 
Let whipping ferve, bare Feet, and Shirts of Hair : 
The richer Fools to Compoftclla fend, 
To Rome, Montferrat, or the Holy Land : 
Let Pardons, and th'Indulgence-Office drain 
Their CofFers, and enrich the Pope's with Gain. 
Make 'em build Churches, Monafteries found, 
And dear-bought Mattes for their Crimes compound. 

Let Law, and Gofpel, rigid Precepts fet, 
And make the Paths to filifs rugged and flrait : 
Teach you a fmooth, an eafier Way to gain 
Heav'n's Joys j yet fweet, and ufeful, Sin retain i 
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With every Frailty, every Luft comply, 
T'advance your fpiritual Realm, and Monarchy : 
Pull up weak Virtue's Fence, give Scope and Space, 
And Purlieus to out-lying Confciences: 
Shew that the Needle's Eye may ftretch, and how 
The largeft Camel-Vices may go thro*. 

Teach how the Prieft Pluralities may buy, "\ 
Yet fear no odious Sin of Simony, > 
While thoughts and Ducats will directed be : J 
Let Whores adorn his exemplary Life, 
But no lewd heinous Wife a Scandal give, 
Sooth up the gaudy AtheiJU who maintains 
No Law, but 5enfe ; and owns no God, but Cbancc: 
Bid Thieves fob on, the bviJProus Ruffian tell, 
He may for Hire, Revenge'j or Honour kill ; 
Bid Strumpets perfevere, abfolve 'em too, 
And take their Dues in kindfot what you do': 
Exhort the painful and induftrious Bawd 
To Diligence^ and Labour in her Trade ; 
Nor think her Innocent- Vocation ill, 
Whofe Income does the facred Treafure fill : 
Let griping Ufurers Extortion ufe, 
No Rapine, Faljhood, Perjury refufe, 
Stick at no Crime, which covetous Popes wculd fcarce 
Aft to enrich themfel-ves, and Bajlard Heirs : 
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jA fmall Bequeft to th' Church cart all atone, 
[Wipes off all Scores, m&Hea'O'n, and all's their own. 
/Be thefe your DocJrines, thefe the Truths you preach -\ 
i But no forbidden Bihle come in reach, t 
/ Your Cheats, and Artifias to impeach ; 3 
Left thence Lay Fools pernicious Knowledge get, 
Throw off Obedience, and your Laws forget : 
Make 'em believe't a Spell, more dreadful far, 
Than Bacon, Hafy, or Albumazar. 
Happy the Time, when th'unpretending Crowd, 
No more, than I, its Language underftood ! 
When the Worm-eaten Book, link'd to a Chain, 
In Dull lay mouldring in the Vatican ; 
Defpis'd, negle&ed, and forgot, to monc 
But pQring Rabbits, or the Sorhon known : 
Then in full Pow'r our Sovereign Prelate fwafd, 
By Kings and all the Rabble-World obey'd : 
Here, humble Monarchs, at his Feet kneel 'd down, 
And beg'd the Alms, and Charity of a Crown : 
There, when Ydfokmn State he pleas'd to ride, 
Poor fcepter'd Slaves ran Lackeys by his Side ; 
None, though in Thought, his Grandeur durft 

blafpheme, 
Nor in their very Sleep a Trea/on dream. 

But fince the broaching that mifcbievom Piece, 
Each Alderman a Father Lombard is : 
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And every Cit dares impudently know 
More than a Council, Pope, and Conclave too. 
Hence the late damned Friar > and all the Crew 
Of former crawling Se&s their Poifon drew : 
Hence all the Troubles, Plagues, Rebellions breed r 
We've felt, or feel, or may hereafter dread : 
Wherefore enjoin, that no Lay-Coxcorab dare < 
About him that unlawful Weapon wear ; \ 
But charge him chiefly not to touch at all 
The dang'rous Works of that old Lollard* Paul; 
The arrant Wickltffift, from whom pur Foes 
Take all their Batt'ries to attack our Caufe ; 
Would he, in his firft Years, had martyrM been, 
Never Dama/cus, nor the Vifion feen ; 
Then he our Party was, ftout vigorous, 
And fierce in chace of Hereticks, like us : 
Till he at length, by th'Enemy feduc'd, 
Forfook us, and the hoftile Side efpous'd. 

Had not the mighty Julian * mift his Aims, 
Thefe Holy-Shreds had all confum'd in Flames : 
But fmce th* Immortal- Lumber Hill endures, 
In fpite of all his Induftry, and ours; 

• The Apoftate, and forty-eighth Emperor of Rome; 
fo called for renouncing the ChritUan Religion, and be- 
coming a Pagan. 
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Take care at leaft, // may not come abroad ; 
To taint with catching Herefy the Crowd : 
Let them be dill kept low in Senfe, they'll pay, 
The more Refpeft, more readily obey. 
Pray, that kind Heav'n would on their Hearts 
difpenfe 

A bounteous and abundant Ignorance, 
That they may never fwerve, nor turn awry 
From found and orthodox Stupidity. 
' But thefe are obvious things, eafy to know, 
Common to every Monk> as well as you : 
Greater Affairs, and more important, wait 
To be difcufs'd, and call for our Debate : 
Matters, that Depth require, and well befit 
Th> Addrefs, and Conduft of a Jefuit. 
How Kingdoms are embroil'd, what (hakes a 
Throne, 

How the firft Seeds of Difcontent are fown 
To fpring up in Rebellion ; how are fet 
The fecret Snares, that circumvent a State : 
How bubbled Monarchs are at firft beguil'd, 
Trepann'd, and gull'd, at laft depos'd, and kill'd.. 

When fome proud Prince, a Rebel to our Head, 
For difbelieving Holy Church's Creed, 
And Vctcr-Pcncty is Here tick decreed ; 
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And by a folemn arid unqueftion'd Pow'r 
To Death and Hell, and You, deliver'd o'er : 
Chufe firft fome dext'rous Rogue, well try'd and 
known 

(Such by Confeffion your Familiar's grown) 
Let him by Art and Nature fitted be 
For any great, and gallant Villainy, 
Prattis'd in every Sin, each kind of Vice, 
Which deepeft Cafuilts in their Searches mifs, 
Watchful as Jealoufy, wary as Fear, 
Fiercer than Luft, and bolder than Defpair, > 
But clofe, as plotting Fiends in Council are. * 
To him in firmeft Oaths of Silence bound, 
The Worth, and Merit of the Deed propound : 
Tell of whole Reams of Pardons, new come o'er, 
Indies of Gold, and Bleflings, endlefs Store : 
Choice of Preferments, if he overcome, 
And if he fail, undoubted Martyrdom : 
And Bills for Sums in Heaven, to be drawn 
On Factors there, and at firft fight paid down. 
With Arts and Promifes like thefe allure, 
And make him to your great Defign fecure. 

And here to know the fundry Ways to kill, V-v 
Is worth the Genius of a Machiavel : v ^ 

Dull Northern Brains, in thefe deep arts unbred, 
Know nought but to cut throats, or knock o'th'Head, 
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No Slight of Murder of the fubtlcft Shape, 
Your bufy Search, and Obfervation fcape ; 

! Legerdemain of Killing, that dives in, 
And Joggling fteal s away a Life unfeen : 
How gaudy Fate may be in Prefents fent, 
And creep infenfibly by Touch or Scent : 
How Ribbons, Gloves, or Saddle-Pommel may 
An unperceiv'd, but certain Death convey ; 
Above the Reach of Antidotes, above the Pow'r 
Of the fam'd Pontick-Mountebank to cure. 
Whate'er is known to quaint Italian Spite, 
In ftudied Pois'ning fkill'd, and exquiiite : 
Whate'er great Borgia, or his Sire could boaft, 
Which the Expence of half the Conclave coft. 

Thus may the Bufinefs be in Secret done, j 
Nor Authors, nor the Acceffaries known, > 

\ And the flurrM Guilt with Eaie on others thrown. 3 
But if ill Fortune fhould your Plot betray, 
And leave you to the Rage of Foes a Prey ; 
Let none his Crime by weak ConfdGon own, 
Nor fhame the Church, while he'd himfelf atone. 
Let varnifti'd Guile, and feign'd Hypocrifies, -\ 
Pretended Holinefs, and ufeful Lies, > 
Your well-diflembled ViUany difguife. 3 
A thoufand wily Turns, and Doubles try, 
To foil the Scent, and to divert the Cry : 



v 
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Cog, fham, outface, deny, equivocate, 
Into a thoufand Shapes yourfelves tranflate : 
Remember what the crafty Spartan taught, 
Children with Rattles, Men with Oaths are caught : 
Forfwear upon the Rack, and if you fall, 
Let this great Comfort make amends for all, 
Thofe whom they damn for Rogues, next Age 
fliall fee 

Made Advocates i'th* Churches Litany. 
Whoever with bold Tongue or Pen mall dare 
Againft your Arts and Practices declare ; 
What Fool (ball <e J er prefumptuoufly oppofe, 
Your holy Cheats and godly F rauds difclofe ; 
Pronounce him Heretick, Fire-brand of Hell, 
T«rk, Jew, Fiend, Mifcreant, Pagan, Infidel; 
A thoufand blacker Names, worfe Calumnies, 
All Wit can think, and pregnant Spice devife : 
Strike home, gam deep, no Lies nor Slanders fpare, 
A Wound, tho' cur'd, yet leaves behind a Scar. 

Thofe, whom your Wit and Reafon can't decry, 
Make fcandalous with Loads of Infamy : 
Make Luther Monfter, by a Fiend begot, 
Brought forth with Wings, andTail, and ciovenFoot : 
Make Whoredom, Inceft, worft of Vice, and Shame, 
Pollute and foul his Manners! Life, and Name. 
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Tell how ftrange Storms ufher'd his fatal End, 
And Hell's black Troops did for his Soul contend* 

Much more* I had to fay ; but now grow faint, 
And Strength and Spirits for the Subjecl want : 
Be thefe great Myfteries, I here unfold, 
Amongft your Order's-Inftitutes enroll'd : 
Preferve them facred, clofe and unreveal'd ; 
As ancient Rome her SyfaTs Books conceal'd. 
Let no bold Heretick with faucy Eye 
Into the hidden unfeen Archives pry ; 
Left the malicious flouting Rafcals turn 
Our Church to Laughter, Raillery, and Scorn, 
Let never Rack, or Torture, Pain, or Fear, 
From your firm breads th'important Secrets tear. 
If any treacherous Brother of your own -* 
Shall to the World divulge, and make them | 
known, j 
Let him by worft of Deaths his Guilt atone. J 
Should but his Thoughts, or Dreams fufpected be n 
Let him for Safety, and Prevention die, J 
And learn i'th' Grave the Art of Secrecy. J 

But one thing more, and then with Joy I go, 
Nor urge a longer Stay of Fate below : 
Give me again once more your plighted Faith, 
And let each feal it with his dying Breath ; 
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As the great Carthaginian * heretofore 
The bloody reeking Altar touch'd, and fwore, 
Eternal Enmity to the Roman Pow'r : 
Swear you (and let the Fates confirm the fame) 
An endlefs Hatred to the Lutheran Name : 
Vow never to admit, or League, or Peace, 
Or Truce, or Commerce with the curfed Race : 
Now, thro' all Age, when Time, or Place, foe'er 
Shall give you Pow'r, wage an immortal War : 
Like Theban Feuds, let yours yourfelves furvive, 
And in your very Duft and Afties live, 
Like mine, be your laft Gafp, Their Curfe. — At this 
They kneel, and all the f acred Volume kifs; 
Vowing to fend each Year an Hecatomb 
Of Huguenots, an Offering to his T imb. 

In vain be would continue Abrupt Death 
A Period puts, and flops his impious Breath : 
In broken accents ht is fcarce allow d 
T faulter out his Blefpng on the Crowd, 
Amen is eccbo'd by Infernal Howl, \ 
And fcrambling Spirits feize his parting Soul, j 

* Hannibal* 
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£/. Ignatius'/ Image hrought in, difco*vering the 
Rogueries of the Jesuits, and ridiculous Super' 
fiition of tht Church of Rome. 

Once I was common Wood, a fhapelefs Log, 
Thrown out, a piffing-poft, for ev'ry Dog : 
The Workman yet in doubt what Courfe to take, 
Whether FA beft a Saint, or Hog-trough make, 
After Debate, refolv'd me for a Saint, 
And thus fam'd Loyola I reprefent : 
And well I may refemble him, for He 
-> As flupid was, as muck a Block as Me. 

My right Leg maim'd, at Halt I feem to ftand, 
To tell the Wounds at Pampelonne fuftain'd. 
My Sword, and Soldier's Armour here had been, 
But they may in Monferrat*% Church be feen : 
Thofe to the bleffed Virgin I laid down, *} 
For Caflbck, Surfingk, and fhaven Crown, > 
The fpiritual Garb, in which I now am fhown. 3 

With due Accoutrements and fit Difguife, 
I might for Centinel of Com fuffice: 
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As otice the well-hung God* of old flood Guard, 
And the invading Crows from Forage fcar'd. 
Now on my Head the Birds their Relicks leave* 
And Spiders in my Mouth their Arras weave : 
Nay, perfecuted Rats oft find in me, 
A Refuge, and religious San&uary. 
But you profaner Hereticks, whoe'er 
The Inquifitioa, and its Vengeance fear, C 
I charge, ftand off, at Peril come not near : J 
None at twelve Score untrufs, break Wind, or pifs ; 
He enters Foxes Lifts, that dare tranfgrefs : 
For I'm by holy Church in Rev'rcnce had, / 
And all good Cath'lick Folk implore my Aid. 

Theft Pictures, which you fee, my Story give, 
The Afts, and Monuments of me alive : 
That Frame, wherein with Pilgrim Weeds I ftand, 
Contains my Travels to the Holy Land. 
This me, and my Decemvirate at Rome, 
When I for Grant of my great Order come. 
There with Devotion wrapt, I hang in air, 
With Dove (like Mab'meth) whifp'ring in my Ear. 
Here Virgin in Calafh of Clouds defcends, 
Tp be my Safeguard from aflaulting Fiends. 

Thofe Tables by, and Crutches of the Lame, 
My great Achievements fince my Death proclaim: 

* friafus. 
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Pox, Ague, Dropfy, Palfy, Stone, and Gout, 
Legions of Maladies by me caft out. 
More than the College know, or ever fill 
Quacks Wiping-Paper, and the Weekly Bill. 
What Peter's Shadow did of old, the fame 
Is fancied done, by my all-powerful Name : 
For which fome wear it round their Necks and Arms, 
To guard from Dangers, Sickneffes, and Harms ; 
And fome on Wombs, the Barren, to relieve, 
A Miracle, I better did alive. 

Oft I, by crafty Jefuit, am taught 
Wonders to do, and many a] juggling Feat, 
Sometimes with Chafing-difti behind me put, ~\ 
I iwcat like Clap-Debauch in Hot-Houfe ihut, > 
And drip like any Spitch-cock'd Huguenot : «J 
Sometimes by fecret Springs I learn to ftir, 
, As Pafteboard Saints dance by mirac'lous Wire : 
1 Then I, T radefcant's Rarities out-do, -\ 
Sand's Water- works, zndGermaft Clock-work too, v 
Or any choice Device at Bartholomew. 3 
Sometimes I utter Oracles, by Prieft 
Inftead of a Familiar pofleft. 
The Church I vindicate, Luther confute, 
And caufe Amazement in the gaping Rout. 

.Such holy Cheats, fuch Hocus Tricks as thefe, 
For Miracles amongft the Rabble pafs. 
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By this, in their Efteem I daily grow, 
In Wealth enrichM, increas'd in Vot'ries too, I 
This draws each Year vaft Numbers to my Tomb, ^ 
More than in Pilgrimage to Mecca come. 
This brings each Week new Prefents to my Shrine f 
And makes it thofe of India Goods outfhine. 
This gives a Chalice, that a golden Crofs, 
Another mafly Candlefticks bellows, 
Some Altar-Cloaths of coftly Work and Price, 
Plufli, Tiflue, Ermin, Silks of nobleft Dies, 
The Birth and Paffton in Embroideries : 
Some Jewels, rich as thofe th* Egyptian Punk * 
In Jellies to her Roman Stallion drunk, 
Some offer gorgeous Robes, which ferve to wear 
When I on holy Days in State appear ; 
When Pm in Pomp on high Proceffions mown, 
Like Pageants of Lord May'r, or Skimmington. 
Lucullus could not fuch a Wardrobe boaft, 
Lefs, thofe of Popes, at their Election coft ; 
Lefs thofe, which Sicily's Tyrant f heretofore 
From pi under'd Gods, and^W/'s own Shoulders tore. 

# Cleopatra to Julius Cafar. 

f Dionyfius of Syracufe He robb'd Jo*ve of a golden 
Robe ; faying, it was too heavy, and chanef d it for one 
of Wool he alfo robbM JEfculapius of his golden 
Beard, faying, a Beard was out or Character, as hit 
Father Apollo was beardlefs, 

F 
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Hither, a* to- fome Fair, the Rabble corae> 
To barter A>f the Merchandize of Rome ; 
Wlwi« PrW&9» Ukft Mountebanks, on Stage appear, 
T* expofe &e Fripp'ry of their haHow'd Ware : 
This is the lafe'raiory of their Trade, 
The Shop wlwre all their fople Drugs are made ; 
Prefcriptkww aod Receipts to bring in Gain, 
All from the Church Difpenfatories ta'en. 

The P0per's Elixir, Holy Water's here, 
Which they with Chymkk Art diftill'd prepare : 
Choice, above G*ddar£% Drepa, and all the Trafh 
Of mftdftrn Quacks ; this is. that fhvereign Wafti 
For fetching Spots and Morphew from the Face, 
Aad fccHtriftg dirty Cloaths and Confciences. 
One Drop of this, if us'd # had Pow'r to fray 
The, Legion from the Hogs of GaJara : 
This would have fiJenc'd ^uitje die Wiltjbire-Dntm, 
And madft the peati ng Fiend of Mafco* dumb* 

That VeCel coafecrated Oil contains, 
Kept Acred, as the fam'd AmpoulU of Francs ; 
" Whtah fomfr pcofanes Hsretkks would uie 
For liquoring Wheels of Jacks, or Boots, and Shoes : 
This makes the Chrifm* which mixM with Snot of 
Priefts, 

Anoints youag Cath'lieJks: for the Church's Lifts ; 
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And when they're croft, confefs'd, and die, by this* 
Their launching Souls Aide off to endlefc Bfifs : 
As Lapland Saints, when they on Broomfticks fly, 
By Help of Magick-Un&ions mount the Sky. 

Yon Altar-Pix of Gold is the Abode, 
And fafe Repofitory Of their God. 
A Crofs is hVd upon't the Fiends to fright* 
And flies which would the Deity beftiite ; 
And Mice, which oft might unprepared receive. 
And to lewd Scoffers Caufe of Scandal give. 
/ Here are perform'd the Conjwdngs and Spells, 
For Chrift'ning Saints, and Hawks, and Carriers 
Sells ; 

for hall'wing Shreds, and Grains, and Salts, and 
Bawirts, 

Shrines, CrofTes, Medals, Shells, and waxen Lambs: 
Of wond'rous Virtue all (you muft believe)' 
And from all Sorts of 111, Prefervative ; 
From Plague, Infection, Thunder, Storm, and Hail, 
JLove, Grief, Want, Debt, Sin, and the Devil and all, 
Here Beads are bleft, and Fater-nofteti fram'd, 
(By fome the Tallies of Devotion nam'd) 
Which- of their Prayers and OraMbos keep tale, 
Left they and HeaVn fhould in the Reck'iting fail. 
Here facred Lights, the Altar's graceful Pride, 
Are by Priefts Breath perfum'd and fanttified ; 

F 2 
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Some made of Wax, of HerUicks Tallow fome, 
A Gift, which Irijh Emma fent to Rome : 
For which great Merit worthily (we're told) 
She's now amongft her Country- Saints enrol I'd. 
Here holy Banners are referv'd in Store, 
And Flags, fuch as the fam'd Armada bore : 
With hallow'd Swords, and Daggers kept for Ufe, 
When relty Kings the Papal- Yoke refufe ; 
And confecrated Rats-bane, to be laid 
For Her* tick Vermin, which the Church invade. 
But that which brings in moil of Wealth and 
Gain, 

Does beft the Priefts fwoln Tripes, and Purfes ftrain ; 
Here they each Week their conftant Audtions hold 
Of Reliques, which by Candle's Inch are fold : 
Saints by the Dozen here are fet to Sale, 
Like Mortals wrought in Gingerbread on StalL^ 
Hither are Loads from empty Channels brought* 
And Voiders of the Worms from Sextons bought ; 
Which ferve for Retail through the World to vent, 
Such as of late were to the Savoy fent : 
Hair from the Skulls of dying Strumpets fhorn, 
And Felons Bones from rifled Gibbets torn ; 
Like thofe which fome old Hag at Midnight Heals, 
For Witchcrafts, Amulets, and Charms, and Spells, 
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Are paft for Sacred to the cheap'ning Rout ; 
And worn on Fingers, Breafts, and Ears about* 
This boafts a Scrap of me, and that a Bit 
Of good St. George, St. Patrick, or St. Kit* 
ThefeLocks St.Briaget's were, and thofeSt.C/art's ; -1 
Some for St. Catherine's go, and fome for Her's I 
That w ; p'd her Saviour's Feet wafiYd with her f 



Tears. J 
Here you may fee my wounded Leg, and here f 
Thofe which to China bore the great Xa<vier. 
Here may you the grand Traitor's Halter fee, 
Some call't the Arms of the Society: 
Here is his Lanthorn too, but Faux's not, 
That was embezzled by the Huguenot. 
Here Garnet's Straws, and Becket's Bones, and Hair, ) 
For murd'ring whom, fome Tails are faid to wear ; 
As learned Cap grave does record their Fate, 
And faithful Britijh Hiftories relate. 
Thofe are St. Lawrence's Coals expos'd to View, I 
Strangely preferv'd, and kept alive till now. \ 
That's the fam'd Wildefortis wond'rous Beard, 
For which, her Maidenhead, the Tyrant ipar'd, 
Yon is the Baftift'% Coat, and one of 's Heads, 
The reft are lhewn in many a Place befides ; 
And of his Teeth, as many Sets there are, 
As on their Belts fix Operators wear* 
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Here blefled Mar/s Milk, not yet turn'd four, 
Renowned (like Afles) lor its healing Pow'r, t 
Ten Holland Kin* fcaroe in a Year give more. 3 
Here is her Manttau^ and a Smock of hers, 
Fellow to that # which once reliev'd Pointers : 
Befides her Hujbamd*% Utenfik of trade, 
Wherewith fome prove that Images were made. 
Here is the Soldier's-Spear, and Paflion-Nails, 
Whofe Quantity would ferve for building Paul's : 
Chips, fome from Holy Crofs, from Tyburn fome, 
Honoured by many a Jtfutf* Martyrdom ; 
All held of fpecial, and mirac'lous Pow'r, 
Not Tabor more approv'd for Ague's Cure : 
Here Shoes, which once perhaps at Newgate hung, 
Angled their Charity that pafa'd along, 
Now for St. Pntr** go, and th' Office bear 
For Priefts, they did for lefler Villains There, 
/ Thefe are the Fathers Implements and Tools, 
i Their gaudy Trangums for inveigling Fools : 
Thefe ferve for Baits the fimple to enfnare, 
Like Children fpirited with Toys at Fair, 
Nor are they half the Artifices yet, 
By which the Vulgar they delude and cheat : 

• OrUam Maid. 
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Which ihoiiid I undertake much eafier I, 
Much fooner might compote what Sins there be 
Wip'd off, and pardon'd at a Jubilee. 
What Bribes enrich the Denary each Year, 
Or Vices treated on by Efcvbar : 
How many Whores m Rvme profefc the Trade, 
Or greater Numbers by Confeffion made. 

One undertakes by Scale of Miles to tell 
The Bounds, Dimenfions, and Extent of Hell 
How far and wide th* Infernal Monarch reigns, 
How many German Leagues his Realm contains : 
Who are his Minifters, pretends to know, 
And all their feveral Offices below : 
How many Chaldrons he each Year expends 
In Coals for mailing Huguenots and Fiends : 
And with as much Exadnefs ftates the Cafe, 
As if he'ad been Surreyor of the Place. 

Another frights the Rout with rueful Stories, \ 
Of wild Chimeras* LrmSd's Purg*torie* 9 \ 
And bloated Souls in fmoaky Durance hung, n 
Like a WtftpbmH* Gammon, or Neats Tongue, > 
To be fedeent'd with Manes and a Song. J 
A good round Sum muft the DeKir*rance buy, 
For none may there fwear out on Poverty. 
Your rich and bounteous Shades art only tusM, 
No Fleet or Kings-Bench Ghofb are thence releas'd* 

F4 
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third, the wicked and debauch'd to pleafe, -) 
Cries up the Virtue of Indulgences, > 
And all the Rates of Vices does aflefs ; J 
What Price they in the holy Chamber bear, 
And Cuftoms for each Sin imported there ; 
How you at bell Advantages may buy 
Patents for Sacrilege aud Simony y 
What Tax is in the Leach'ry Office laid 
On Panders, Bawds, and Whores, that ply theTrade : 
What cofts a Rape, or Inceft, and how cheap 
You may an Harlot, or an Ingle * keep ; 
How eafy Murder may afforded be 
For one, two, three, or a whole Family ; 
But not of Her* ticks ; there no Pardon lacks* 
*Tis one oW Church's meritorious Ads. 
f For venial Trifles, lefs and (lighter Faults, 
They ne'er deferve the Trouble of your Thoughts* 
Ten Ave Maries mumbled to the Crofs, 
Clear Scores of twice Ten thoufand fuch as thofe : . 
Some are at Sound of Chriften'd Bell forgiven, 
And fome by Squirt of Holy Water driven : , 
Others by Anthems plaid, are charmed away. 
As Men cure Bites of the Tarantula. 
■ ' But nothing with the Crowd does more enhance 
The Value of thefe holy Charlatans, 

• A Sodomite, 
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Than when the Wonders of the Mafs they view, f 
Where fpiritual Jugglers their chief Maft'ry Ihew: 
Hey Jingoy Sirs / What's this ? 'tis Bread you fee ; 
Prefic be gone ! 'tis now a Deity. 
Two Grains of Dough, with Crofs, and ftamp of 
Prieft, 

And five fmall Words pronounc'd, make up their 
Cbrijl, / 
To this they all fall down, this all adore, 
And ftrajt devour what they ador'd before ; 
Down goes the tiny Saviour at a Bit, 
To be digefted, and at length belhit : 
From Altar to Clofe-Stool, or Jakes preferr'd, 
Firft Wafer, then a God, and then a Turd. 

'Tis this that does the aftonifh'd Rout amufe, 
And Reverence to fhaven Crown infufe : 
To fee a filly, finful, mortal Wight 
His Maker make*; Create the Infinite. 
None boggles at th' lmpolfibility ; 
Alas, 'tis wond'rous heavenly Myftery ! 
None dares the mighty God-maker blafpheme, 
Nor his moil open Crimes and Vices blame : 
Saw he thofe Hands that held his God before, 
Strait grope himfelf, and by and by a Whore, 
Should they his aged Father kill, or worfe, 
His Sifters, Daughters, Wife, himfelf too force* 
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And here I might (if I but durft) reveal 
What Pranks are play'd in the Confeffional : 
How haunted Virgins have been difpoffeit, 
And Devils were caft out to let in Prieft : 
What Fathers aft with Novices alone, 
And what to Punks in fhriving Seats is done ; 
Who thither flock to Gho&y Confeflbr, 
To clear old Debts, and tick with Heav'n for more. 
Oft have I teen thefe hallow'd Altars ihrin'd 
With Rapes, thofe Pews with Buggeries pro£kn*d : 
Not great Cellitr *, nor any greater Bawd, % 
Of Note, and long Experience in the Track, > 
Has more, and fouler Scenes of Luft farvey'd. 3 
But I theie dangerous Truths forbear to tell, 
For fear I fhould the Inquifition feel. 
Should I tell all their countlefs Kaaveries, 
Their Cheats, their Shams, and Forgeries, and lies, 
Their Cringings, Croflings, Cenfmgs, Sprinklings, 
Chrifms, 

Their Conjurings, their Spells, and ExorcHms j 
Their Motley Habits, Maniples, and Stoles, 
Albs, Am'ftes, Rochets, Chimers, Hoods, and Cowls, 

* Tried for High Treaibn, and acquitted in 16 to j 
but afterwards <he wasfentenced to a Fine of 1000 A and 
to ftand three Timet in the Pillory for a Libit, called 
Malice Dtf&toL 
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Should I tell all their feveral Services, 
Their Trentals, Mafles, Dirges, Rofaries ; 
Their folemn Pomps, their Pageants, and Parades 
Their holy Mafks, and fpiritual Cavalcades, 
With thoufand Antick Tricks, and Gambols more 
'Twould fwell the Sum to fuch a mighty Score, 
That I at length mould more volum'nous grow, 
Than Crab or St/Hms 9 lying Fox or Sto<w. 

Believe whate'er I have related here, 
A« true as if 'twere ipeke from Porph'ry Chtir, 
if I have feign'd in aught, or broach'd a Lie, 
Let wor£ of Fates attend me, let me be 
Pift on by Porter, Groom, and Oyfter- Whore, 
Or find my Grave in Jakes, and Common-ihore :. 
Or make next Bonfire for the Powder- Plot, 
The Sport of every fneering Huguenot. 
There, like a martyr'd Pope, in Flames expire, 
And no kind Catholick dare quench the Fire* 
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Aude aliqutd brevibus Gjaris, £ff carcere dignum, 

Si vis ejfe aliquis. ^ J&Vfiit'. Sat. 

Now Curfes on you All ! ye virtuous Fools, ■) 
Who think to fetter free-born Souls, C 
And tie 'em up to dull Morality, and Rules, J 
The Stagyrite f be damn'd, and all the Crew -| 
Of learned Ideots, who his Steps purfue ! \ 
And thofe more filly Profelytes, whom his fond | 
Precepts drew. J 
Oh ! had his Ethicks been with their wild author 
drown'd, 

Or a like Fate with thofe loft Writings found, 
Which that grand Plagiary doom'd to Fire, 
And made by unjuft Flames expire : 



• This Ode is improperly called a Satire againft Vir- 
tue, though the Author never meant to flatter Vke> but 
to traduce it, by thus attacking it in Mafquerade. 

f Ariftotle. * 
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They ne'er 4iad then fedue'd Morality, 
Ne'er lafted to debauch the World with their lewd 
Pedantry, 

But damn'd and more (if Hell can do't) be that 
thrice curfed Name, 
Whoe'er the Rudiments of Law defign'd, 
Whoe'er did the firft Model of Religion frame, 
And by that da^pflif aiTalage enthrall'd Mankind, 
By nought before, but their own Pow*r or Will 
confin'd : 

Now quite abridg'd of all their primitive Liberty, 
And Slaves to each capricious Monarch's Tyranny. 
More happy Brutes ! who the great Rule of Senfe 
obferve, 

And ne'er from their firft Charter fwerve. 
Happy ! whofe Lives are merely to enjoy, 
And feel no Stings of Sin, which may their Blife 
annoy. 

Still unconcerned at Epithets of 111, or Good. 
Diftin&ions unadult'rate Nature never underftood. 

Hence hated Virtue from our goodly Me, 

No more our Joys beguile ^ 
No more with thy loath'd Prefence plague our happy 
State, 

Thou Enemy to all that's brifk, or gay, or brave* 
or great } 
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Be gone, with all thy pious meagre Train, 
Ta fame unfruitful, unfrequented Land, 

And there an Empire gain, 
And there extend thy rigorous Command : 

There, where illib'ral Nature's Niggardice 
Has fct a Tax on Vice, 
Where the lean barren Region does enhance 

The Worth of dear Intern pei^ee, 
And for each pleafiirabie Sin exafts Excife. 
We (thanks to Fate) more cheaply can offend, 

And want no tempting Luxuries, 
No good convenient finning Opportunities, 
Which Nature's Bounty could bellow, or Heaven's 

Kindnefs lend. 
Go, follow that nice Goddefs * to the Skies, 
Who heretofore difgufted at increasing Vice, 

Diflik'd the World, and thought it too profane, 
And timely hence retir'd, and kindly ne'er return'd 
again, 

Hence, to thofe airy Manfions rove, 
Converfe with Saints, and holy Folks above ; 

Thoiemay thy Prefence woo, 
Whofe lazy Eafe affords them nothing elfe to do ; 

* Aflraa. 
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Where haughty fcomful I, 
And my great Friends will ne'er vouriifefe Thee 
Company, 

ThouVt now an hard, impracticable Good, 
Too difficult for Flefh and Blood : 
Were I all Soul like them, perhaps Fd learn to 
pra&ife thee, 

Virtut ! thou folemn grave Impertinence. 

Abhorr'd by all the Men of Wit and Senfe, 
Thou damn'd Fatigue ! that clog'ft Life's Journey 
here, 

Tho' thou no Weight of Wealth or Profit bear ; 
Thou puling, fond, v Green-fickiiefs of the Mind ! 

Thou mak'ft us prove to our own felves unkind, 
Whereby we Coals, and Dirt for Diet chufe, 

And Pleafure's better Food, refufe* 
Curft Jilt \ thou leacPfl deluded Mortals on, 

Till they too late perceive themfelves undone, 

ChousM by a Dowry in Rcveriion* 
The greateft Votary, thou e'ercould'fr. boafr, 

(Pity fo brave a Soul was- on thy Service loft; 
What Wonders He in Wickedneis had done, 

Whom thy weak Pow'r could fo infpire alone !) 
Tho' long with- fond Amours he courted thee, 

Yet dying did recant his vain Idolatry ; 
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At length, tho' late, he did repent with Shame, 
Forc'd to confefs thee nothing, but an empty 
Name. 

So was that Lecher # gull'd, whofe haughty Love 
Defign'd a Rape on the Queen Regent f of the 
Gods above : 
When he a Goddefs thought he had in Chace 
He found a gaudy Vapour in the Place, 
And with thin Air, beguil'd his ftarv'd 
Embrace, 

Idly he fpent his Vigour, fpent his Blood, 

And tir'd himfdf t'oblige an unperforming Cloud. 

If Human Kind to thee e'er worihip paid ; 

They were by Ignorance mifled, 
That, only Them devout, and Thee a Goddefs 
made. 

Known haply in the World's rude untaught 
Infancy, 

Before it had out-grown its Childifh Innocence, 

Before it had arriv'd at Senfe, 
Or reach'd the Manhood, and Difcretion of 
Debauchery ; 

• hcion. f Juno* 
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Known in thofe ancient godly duller Times, 
When crafty Pagans had engrofs'd all Crimes : 
When Chriftian Fools were obltinately good, 
Nor yet their Gofpel- Freedom underftood, 
Tanle eafy Fops ! who could fo prodigally bleed, 
To be thought Saints, and dye a Calendar wkh I 
red: * j 

No prudent Heathen e'er feduc'd could be, 

To fuffer Martyrdom for Thee : 
Only that arrant^s * whom the falfe Oracle call'd 
wife, 

(No Wonder if the Devil utter'd Lies) 
That fniv'ling Puritan, who, fpite of all the Mode, 

Would be unfaftiionably good, 
And exercis'd his whining Gifts to rail at Vice : 

Him all the Wits of Athens damn'd, 
And juftly with Lampoons defam'd : 
But when the mad Fanatick could not filenc'd be 

From broaching dang'rous Divinity ; 
The wife Republick made him for Prevention die, 
And fent him to the Gods, and better Company- 
Let fumbling Age be grave and wife, 
And Virtue's poor contemn'd Idea prize, 

# Socrates* 

G 
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Who never knew, or now are pall the Sweets of 
Vice; 

While we whofe a&ive Pulfes beat 
With lufty Youth, and vigorous Heat, 
Can all their Beards, and Morals too defpifc, 
While my plamp Veins are fill'd with Luft 

and Blood, 
Let not one Thought of her intrude, 
Or dare approach my Breaft, 
But know 'tis all poffeft 
By a more welcome Gueft ; 
And know, I have not yet the Leifure to be good* 
If ever unkind Defiiny 
Shall force long Life on me ; 
If e'er I rauft the Curfe of Dotage bear ; 
Perhaps I'll dedicate thofe Dregs of Time to her, 
And come with Crutches her mod humbleVotary • 
When fprightly Vice retreats from hence, 

And quits the Ruins of decaying Senfe ; 
She'll ferve to ufher in a fair Pretence, 
And varniih with her Name a well-dilTembled 
Impotence, 

When Phthifick, Rheums, Catarrhs, and Palfie* 
feize, 

And all the Bill ofMaladks, 
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Which Heaven to puaifh over-living Mortals feflds ; 

Then let her enter with the numerous Infirmities, 
Herfelf the greateft Plague, which Wrinkles and 
grey Hairs attends. 

Tell me, ye venerable Sots* who court her moft, 

What (mall Advantage can (be boaft, 
Which her great Rival hath not in a greater Store 
ingroft ? 

Her boafted Calm, and Peace of Mind* 

In Wine and Company we better find, 
Find it with Pleafure too combin'd. 
In mighty Wine, where we our Senfes fteep, 

And lull our Cares, and Confciences afleep. 
But why do I that wild Chimera name ? 

Cottfcience> that giddy airy Dream, 
Which does from Brain-fick Heads, or ill-digefting 
Stomachs fleam, 

Ccn/cience ! the vain fantaftick Fear 
Of Punifhments, we know not when, nor where, 
Project of crafty Statefmen ! to fupport weak Law, 
Whereby they flavifh Spirits awe, 

And daflard Souls to forc'd Obedience draw. 
Grand Wheedle! which ourGown'd Impoftors ufc, 

The poor unthinking Rabble to abufe, 

O 2 
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Scare-crow ! to fright from the forbidden fruit of 
Vice, 

Their own beloved Paradife : 
Let thofe vile Canters Wickednefs decry, 
Whofe mercenary Tongues take pay 

For what they fay ; 
And yet commend in Pra&ice what their Words 
deny. 

While we difcerning Heads, who farther pry, 

Their holy Cheats defy, 
And fcorn their Frauds, and (corn their fandlified 
Cajoulery. 

None but dull unbred Fools difcredit Pice, 

Who aft their Wickednefs with an ill Grace; 
Such their Profeffion fcandalize, 

And juftly forfeit all that Praife ; 
All that Elteem, that Credit, and Applaufe, 
Which we by our wife Menage from a Sin can raifo 
A true and bjave TranfgrefTor ought 
To fin with that fame Height of Spirit, Cafar 
fought : 

Mean-foul'd Offenders now no Honours gain, 
Only Debauches of the nobler Strain. 1 



' Pice well-improv'd, yields Blifs, and Fame befide, 
And fome for finning have been deify 'd. ; 
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Thus the lewd Gods of old did move, 

By thefe brave Methods to the Seats above. 
Ev'n Jove himfelf, the Sovereign Deity, 

Father and King of all the immortal Progeny, 
Afcended to that high Degree ; 
By Crimes above the Reach of weak Mortality* 

He, Heav'n one large Seraglio made, 
£ach Goddefs turn'd a glorious Punk o'th'Trade ; 

And all that facred Place 
Was fill'd with baftard Gods of his own Race : 

Almighty Leach'ry got his nrft Repute, 
And everlaiting Whoring was his chiefeft Attribute. 

How gallant was that Wretch *, whofe. happy Guilt 

A Fame upon the Ruins of a Temple built 1 
" Let Fools, faid He, Impiety alledge, 

" And urge the no great Fault of Sacrilege : 
" Til fet the facred Pile on Flame, 
" And in its Afties write my lafting Name ; 

" My Name, which thus ihall be 

" Deathlefs as its own Deity. 
'* Thus the vain-glorious Can an I'll out-do, 

" And Egypt's proudeft Monarchs too ; 

• Heroflratusy he burnt the Temple of Diana at 
Efbefus* 
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" Thofe lavifh Prodigals, who idly dicl confume -j 
" Their Lives andTreafures toerecl a Tomb, > 
" And only great by being buried would become : > 
" Atcheaper Rates than They, I'll buy Renown, 
" And my loud Fame mall all their filent Glories 

" drown." * 
So fpake the daring Hettor, fo did prophecy : 
And fo it prov'd : in vain did envious Spite 

By fruitlefs Methods try 
To raze his well-built Fame and Memory 
Amongft Pofterity : 
The Boutefeu can now Immortal write, 

While the inglorious Founder is forgotten quite, 
Yet greater was that mighty Emperor *, 
(A greater Crime befitted his high Pow'r) 
Who facrificed a City to a Jeft, 
And fliew'd he knew the grand Intrigues of Humour 
beft: 

He made all Rome a Bonfire to his Fame, 
And fung, and play'd, and danc'd amidft the 
Flame ; 

Bravely begun ! yet Pity there he ftay'd, 

One Step to Glory more he mould have made : 

• Ner: 
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He fliould have heav'd the noble Frolick higher, -j 
And made the People on that Fun'ral Pile expire, C 
Or providently with their Blood put out the Fire. J 

Had this been done, 
The utmoft Pitch of Glory he had won : 

No greater Monument could be 

To con fee rate him to Eternity, 
Nor fliould there need another Herald of his Praife 

but Me. 

And thou, yet greater Faux # , the Glory of our Ifle, 

Whom baffled Hell efteems its chiefeft Foil ; 
'Twere Injury lhould I omit thy Name, 

Whofe Action merits all the Breath of Fame, 
Methinks I fee the trembling Shades below 

Around in humble Reverence bow ; 
Doubtful they fcem, whether to pay their Loyalty 
To their dread Monarch, or to Thee : 
No wonder He (grown jealous of thy fear'd Succefs). 

Envy'd Mankind the Honour of thy Wickidnefs, 
And fpoiPd that brave Intent, which muft have 
made his Grandeur lefs. 
Howe'er regret not, mighty Ghoft, -\ 
Thy Plot by treach'rous Fortune croft, S 
Nor think thy well deferved Glory loft. 3 

* Gunpowder-Plot Faux. 



Digitized by 



89 



ODE. 



Thou the full Praife of Villainy fhalt (hare, 

And all will judge thy A & compieat enough, when 

thou couldfl — dare ; 
So thy great Mailer * fear'd, whofe high Difdain 
Contemn'd that Heav'n where he could not reign, 
When he with bold Ambition drove 
T'ufurp the Throne above, 
^ And led againft the Deity an armed Train; , 
Tho* from his vaft defigns he fell, 
O'erpower'd by his Almighty Foe, 
Yet gain'd he Vidory in his Overthrow : 
He gain'd fufficient Triumph, that he durft rebel, 
And 'twas fome Pleafure to be thought the firft in 
Hell. 

Tell me, you great Triumvirate, what lhall I do 
To be illuftrious as you ? 

Let your Examples move me with a gen'rous Fire, 
Let them into my daring Thoughts infpire 

Somewhat compleatly wicked, fome vaft Giant- 
crime, 

Unknown, unheard, unthought of by all paft and 
prefent Time. 

* Satan. 
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'Tis done, 'tis done ; methinks I feel the pow'rful 
Charms, 

And a new Heat of Sin my Spirit warms ; 
I travel with a glorious Mifchief, for whofe Birth, 
My Soul's too narrow, and weak Fate too feeble to 

bring forth. 
Let the un pitied Vulgar tamely go, 
And flock for Company the wild Plantations down 
below : 

Such their vile Souls for viler Barter fell, 
.Scarce worth the damning, or their Room in Hell* 
We are his Grandees, and expedl as much Prefer- 
ment there, 4 

For our good Service, as on Earth we lhare. 
In them Sin is but a mere Privative of Good, 

The Frailty and Defea of Flefh and Blood: 
In Us 'tis a Perfection, who profefs 
A ftudied and elaborate Wickednefs. 
We are the great Royal Society of Vice, 

Whofe Talents are to make Difcoveries, 
And advance Sin like other Arts and Sciences. 
'Tis I, the bold Columbus, only I, 
Who muft new Worlds in Vice defcry, 
And fix the Pillars of unpayable Iniquity. 
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How {heaking was the firft Debauch that finn'd, 
Who for fo fmall a Crime fold Human Kind 1 
How undeferving that high Place, *% 
To be thought Parent • of our Sin, and Race, V 
Who by low Guilt, our Nature doubly did debate ! 3 

Unworthy was he to be thought 
Father of the great firft-born Cain, which he begot i 
The noble Cain, whofc bold and gallant Act 
Proclaim 'd him of more high Extract : 
Unworthy Me, 
And all the braver Part of his Pofterity. 
Had the juft Fates defign'd Me in his (lead, 
Tad done fome great and unexampled Deed : 
A Deed, which mould decry 
The Stoick's dull Equality, 
And fhew that Sin admits Tranfcendency : 

A Deed, wherein the Tempter mould not lhare 
Above what Heaven could punifh, and above what 

he could — dare. 
For greater Crimes than His 1 would have fell, 
And acted fomewhat, which might merit more than 
Hell. 

• Adam* 
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AN APOLOGY 

FOR 

THE FOREGOING ODE 

BY WAY OF 

EP ILOGUE. 

Mv Part is done, and you'll, I hope, excufe 

Th' Extravagance of a Repenting Mufe, 

Pardon whate'er (he hath too boldly faid, 

She only acted here in Mafquerade. 

For thefe flight Arguments (he did produce, 

Were not to flatter Vice> but to traduce. 

So we Buffoons in princely Drefs expofe, 

Not to be gay, but more ridiculous. 

When fhe an Hector for her Subject had, 

She thought (he muft be termagant and mad : 

That made herfpeak like a lewd Punk o'th'Town, i 

Who by Converfe with Bullies wicked grown, j 

Has learn'd the Mode to cry all Virtue down. J 

But now the Vizard's off ; fhe changes Scene, 

And turns a model! civil Girl agen. 
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Oar Poet has a different Tafte of Wit, 
Nor will to common Vogue himfelf fubmit. 
Let fome admire the Fops whofe Talents lie 
In venting dnll infipid filafphemy: 
He (Wears he cannot with thofe Terms difpenfe, 
£tor will be damn'd for the Repute of Senfe. ' 
Wit's Name was never to Profanenefs due, I 
For then you fee he could be witty too : I 
He could lampoon the State, and libel Kings, 
But that he's loyal, and knows better things, 
Than Fame, whofe guilty Birth from Treafon 



.fprings. , J 

He likes not Wit which can't a Licence claim, 
To which the Author dares not fet his Name. 
Wit mould be open, court each*Reader's Eye, I 
Nor lurk iii fly unprinted Privacy. J 
But crim'nal Writers, like dull Birds of Night, 
For Weaknefs, or for Shame, avoid the Light ; 
May fuch a Jury for their Audience have, 
And from the Bench, not Pit, their Doom receive. 
May they the Tow'r for their due Merits mare, 
And a juft Wreath of Hemp, not Laurel wear : 
He could be baudy too, and nick the Times, 
In what they dearly love, damn'd Placket-Rhimes, 
Such as our Nobles write 
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Whofe naufeous Poetry can reach no higher 
Than what the Codpiece, or its God infpire. 
So lewd, they fpend at Quill ; you'd juftly think, 
They wrote with fomething naftier than Ink ; 
But he ftill thought, that little Wit, or none, 
Which a juft Modefty muft never own, 
And a mere Reader with a Blufh atone. 
If Ribaldry deferv'd the Praife of Wit, 
He muft refign to each illit'rate Cit, 
And Prentices and Carmen challenge it. 
Ev'n they too can be fmart, and witty there ; 
For all Men on that Subject Poets are, 
Henceforth he vows, if evermore he find 
Himfelf to the bafe Itch of Verfe inclin'd ; 
If e'er he's given up fo far to write, 
He never means to make his End Delight : 
Should he do fo, he muft defpair Succefs : 
For he's not now debauch'd enough to pleafe, 
And muft be damn'd for want of wickednefs. 
He'll therefore ufe his Wit another Way, 
And next the Uglinefs of Vice difplay. 
Tho' againft Virtue once he drew his Pen, 
He'll ne'er for aught, but her Defence, agen. 
Had he a Genius, and poetick Rage, 
Great as the Vices of this guilty Age, 
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Were he all Gall, and ann'd with Store of Spite, 
Twere worth his Gains to undertake to write ; 
To noble Satire he'd direft his Aim, 
And by't Mankind and Poetry reclaim, 
He'd fhoot his Quills joft like a Porcupine, 
At Vice, and make them ftab in every Line ; 
The World ihould learn to blufo, . 
And dread the Vengeance of his pointed Wit, 
Which worfe than their own Confciences mould 
fright; 

And all would think him Heay'n's juft Plague, 
defign'd 

To vifit, for the Sins of lewd Mankind. 




Digitized by 



Google 



C 95 ) 



THE 

PASSION OF BYBLIS 

FROM THE NINTH BOOK OP 

OVID'S METAMORPHOSIS* 

Beginning at 
Byllis in exemplo eft, ut ament conajjk puell*. 
And ending with 

Modumque 

Exit, it infelix, committit fiepe rtpelli. 

You heedlefs Maids, whofe young and tender Hearts, 

Un wounded yet, have fcap'd the fatal Darts ; 

Let the fad Tale of wretched Byblis move, 

And learn by her to fhun forbidden Love, 

Not all the Plenty, all the bright Refort, 

Of gallant Youth, that grac'd the Carian Court* 

Could charm the haughty Nymphs difdainful Hearty 

Or from her Brother's guilty Love divert ; 

Caunus fhe lov'd, not as a Sifter ought, 

But Honour, Blood, and Shame alike forgot: 
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Caunus alone, takes up her Thoughts and Eyes, 
For him alone fhe wifhes, grieves, and fighs. 

At firft her new-born Paffion owns no Name, 
A glimmering Spark fcarce kindling into Flame ; 
She thinks it no offence, if from his Lip 
She fnatch an harmlefs kifs, if her fond Clip, 
With loofe Embraces, oft his Neck furround, 
And love is yet in Debts of Nature drown'd. 

But Love at length grows naughty by Degrees, 
And now fhe likes, and drives herfelf to pleafe: 
Well-dreft (he comes, and arms herEyes with Darts, 
Her Smiles with Charms, and all the ftudied Arts, 
Which pra&is'dLove can teach, to vanquifhHearts. 
Induftrious now fhe labours to be Fair, 
And envies all whoever fairer are. 
t. Yet knows fhe not fhe loves, but ftill does grow, 
Infenfibly, the thing fhe does not know : 
Strict Honour yet her check'd Defires does bind, 
And modeft Thoughts, on this fide Wifh, conhVd : 
Only within fhe fooths her pleafing Flames, 
And now the hated Terms of Blood difclaims : 
Brother founds harfh ; fhe the unplealing Word 
Strives to forget, and oftner calls him Lord : 
And, when the Name of Sifter grates her Ear, 
Could wifh't unfaid, and rather Byblis hean 
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s Nor dare flie yet with waking Thoughts admit 
A wanton Hope : But when returning Night 
With Sleep's foft gentle Spell her Senfes charms, 
Kind Fancy often brings him to her Arms : 
in them fhe oft does the lovM Shadow feem 
To graip, and joys, yet blufties too, in Dream. 
She wakes, and long in Wonder filent lies, 
.And thinks on her late pleafmg Ecftafies : 
Now likes, and now abhors, her guilty Flame, 
By Turns abandoned to her Love and Shame : 
At length her ilruggling Thoughts an Utt'rante 
find, 

And vent the wild Diforders of her Mind. 

*' Ah me! (fhe cries) kind Heaven avert! what 
means 

M This boding Form, that nightly rides myDreams ? 
«« Grant *em untrue ! why mould lewd Hope divine i 
" Ah! why was this too charming vifion feen ? 
* 1 ' Tis true, by the moll envious Wretch, that fees, -j 
«' He's own'd all Fair and Lovely, own'd a Prize, s 
* 4 Worthy the Conqueft of the brighteft Eyes : J 
" A Prisse that would my high'ft Ambition fill, 
All I could wiih ; — but he's my Brother ftill I 
ci That cruel Word for ever muft disjoin ; 
*« Nor can I hope* but thus, to have him mine. 
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" Since then I waking never muft poflefs? 



♦ 4 Let me in Sleep, at leaft, enjoy the Blifs ; V 
« 4 And fure nice Virtue can't forbid me this : 3 
*' Kind Sleep does no malicious Spies admit, 
44 Yet yields a lively Semblance of Delight ~. 
« Gods ! what a Scene of joy was that ! how fafl 
" I clafp'd the Viiion to my panting Bread ! 
<( With what fierceBounds I fprung to meet my Blifs, 
** While my wrapt Soul ilew out in every Kifs I 
4 4 Till breathlefs, faint, and foftly funk away, 
' * I, all difTolv'd, in reeking Pkafures lay ! 
44 How fweet is the Remembrance yet ! tho* Night 
«' Too hafty fled, drove on by envious Light. 
. 44 Oh that we might the Laws of Nature break ! *% 
44 How well would Caunus me an Hufband make ! > 
44 How well to Wife might heiiis Byblis take ! * 
+' Woa'd God ! in all things we had Partners been, 
44 Befides our Parents, and our fatal Kin ; 
44 Would thou wert nobler, I more meanly born, 
44 Than guiltlefs Pad defpair'd, and fufFer'd Scorn- 
44 Happy that Maid unknown, whoe'er fhall prove 
44 So bled, fo envied, to deferve thy Love. 
" Unhappy Me ! whom the fame Womb did join 1 , 
44 Which now forbids Me ever to be Thine : 
" Curft Fate ! that we alone in that agree* 
'* By which we ever muft divided .he. 
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%t And muft we be ? what meant my Vifion then?" 
" Are they, and all their dear Prefages vain ? 
€ * Have Dreams no Credit but with eafy Love ? 
*' Or do they hit fom«times, and faithful prove? 
" The Gods forbid! Yet Thofe whom I invoke, 
" Have lov'd like me, have their own Sifters took. 

" Both ftock'd their Heav'n with inceftuous love : 
€< Great Saturn, and his greater offspring Jo<ve 9 
«< Gods have their Privilege : Why do I ftrive 
€t To ftrain my Hopes to their Prerogative ? 

" No, let me banilh this forbidden Fire, 
«* Or quench it with my Blood, and with'c expire: 

Unftain'd in Honour, and unhurt in Fame, 

Let the Grave bury both my Love and Shame : 
*< But when at my laft Hour I gafping lie, 
" Let only my kind Murderer be by : 
%* Let him, while I breathe out my Soul'in Sighs, 
" Or gaz't away, look on with pitying Eyes : 
«' Let him (for Aire he can't deny me this) 
" Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kifs. 

Befides, 'twere vain fhould I alone agree 
V To what another's Will muft ratify ; 
" Could I be fo abandon'd to confent ; 
w What I'd have pafs for good and Innocent* 
€t He may perhaps, as worft of Crimes, referit. 

Hz 
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" Yet we, amongft their Race, Examples find 
" Of Brothers, who have been to Sifters kind : 
" Fam'd Cenact*, could thus fuccefsful prove, 
" Could Crown her Wiflxes in a Brother's Love. 
€< But whence could I thefe Inftancea produce? 
" How came 1 witty to my Ruin thus? 
44 Whither will this mad Frenzy hurry on ? -% 
M Hence, hence, you naughty Flames, far hence I 

" be gone, f 
" Nor let me e'er the fatal PaiSon own. J 
" And yet, fhould he addrefs, I mould forgive, 

I fear, I fear, I fhould bi* Suit receive; 
" Shall therefore I, who could not Love difowa, 
" Offer ? d by him, not mine, to make him known? 
" And can'ft thou fpeak? can thy bold tongue 

" declare, 

" Yes, Love mall force :-«-and now methinks I dare. 

*« But left fond Modefty at length refufe, 

" I will fome fure and better Method chufe : 

" A Letter fball my fecret Flames difclofe, 

" And hide my blufbes, but reveal their Caufe." 

This takes, and 'tis refolv'd as foon as faid ; y 
With this (he rais'd herfelf upon her Bed, > 
And propping with her Hand her leaning Head : > 

* See Ovid's Epiftles, Canact to Macareus, 
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f* Happen what will (fays flie) Til make him know 
" What Pains, what raging Pains, I undergo: 
•* Ah me ! I rave ! what Tempefls fhake my Bread ?' 
" And where? O where will this Diftraftion reft ?" 
Trembling, her Thoughts indite, and oft her Eye 
Looks back, for fear of confcious Spies too nigh : 
One Hand her Paper, t'other holds her Pen, 
And Tears fupply that Ink her Lines moil drain. 

Now (he begins, now Hops, and flopping frames -y 
New Doubts, now writes, and now her Writing I 



damns. r 
She writes, defaces, alters, likes, and blames : J 
Oft throws in hafte her Pen and Paper by : 
Then takes 'em up again as hafUly : 
Unfteddy her Refolves, fickle, and vain, 
No fooner made, but ftrait unmade again ? 
What her Defires would have, (he does not know, 
Difpleas'd with all, whatever me goes to do : 
At once contending Shame, and Hope, and Pear, 
Rack her tofs'd mind, and in her Looks appear* 
Sifter was wrote ; but foon mifguiding Doubt 
Recals it, and the guilty Word blots out. 
Again /he pauies, and again begins, 
At length her Pen drops out thefe hafty Lines. 
" Kind Health, which you, and only you, can grant, 
4t Which if deny'd, ihe muft for ever want. 




H 3 



Digitized by 



Google 



1C2 



THE PASSION 



" To You your Lover fends: Ah ! blufhing Shame? 
" In Silence bids her Paper hide her Name : 
" Would God the fatal Meffage might be done J 
" Without annexing it, nor By bits known, 
" E'er bleftSuccefs her Hopes and Wifhes crown, 
. 9S And had I now my fmother'd Grief conceal'd, 
" It might by Tokens paft have been reveal'd : 
" A thoufand Proofs were ready to impart 

The inward Anguifh of my wounded Heart ? 
'« Oft as your Sight a fudden Blufh did raife, 
*' My Blood came up to meet you atmy Face : 
« 4 Oft (if yon call to mind) my longing Eyes 
" Betray'd in Looks my Soul's too thin Difguife : 
" Think how their Tears, think how my heaving 
" Breaft, 

* 4 Oft irt deep Sighs fome Caufe unknown confeft : 
4 * Think how thefe Arms did oft, with fierceEmbrace, 
" Eager as my Defires, about you prefs : 
" Thefe Lips too, when they cou'dfo happy prove, ^ 
*• .(Had you but mark'd) with clofe warm Kifles ( 



" To whifper fomething more than Sifter's Love. ' 

" And yet, tho' rankling Grief my Mind diftreft, 
" Tho' raging Flames within burn up my breaft, 

Long time I did the mighty Pain endure, 
* c Long ftrove to bring the fierce Difeafe to cure i * 



" ftrove, 



x 
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€t Wjtnefs, ye cruel Pow'rs, who did infplre 
*< This ftrange, this fatal, this refiftlefs Fire ; 
*' WitneCs, what Pains (for you alone can know) 
" This helplefs Wretch to quench't did undergo : • 

A thoufand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more 
*' Than a weak Virgin can be thought, I bore : 
" O'ermatch'd inPow'r, at laft I'm forc'd to yield,. 
<r . And to the conquering God refign the Field : 
«• To You, dear Caufe of All, I make Addrefs : . 
u From you, with humble Prayers, I beg Redrefs: 
*' You rule alone my arbitrary fate, 
" And Life and Death on your Difpofal wait i 
" Ordain as you think fit, deny, or grant, 
** : Yet know, no Stranger is your Suppliant : 
" But (he, who though to you by Blood allied 
" In neareft Bonds, in nearer wou'd be tied. 
*' Let doting Age debate of Law and Right, 
" And gravely Hate the Bounds of J.uft and Fit : 
" Whofe Wifdom's but their Envy* to deftroy 
" And bar thofe Pleafures. which they can't enjoy : . 
" Our blooming Years, morefprightly and more gay> 
" By Nature were defign'd for Love and Play : 
" Yputh knows no Check, but leaps weak Virtue'* 
" Fence, 

" And brilkly hunts the noble Chace of Senfe ; 

"4 
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«« Without dull Thinking, we Enjoyment trccev 
" And call that Lawful whichfoe'er does pleafcr. 
" Nor will our Guilt want Inftonces alone, 
*« ? TJs what the glorious Gods above have done : 
" Let's follow, where thofe great Examples went, 
44 Nor think that Sin where Heaven's * Precedent* 
" Let neither Awe of Fathers Frowns, nor % 



" Shame, f 
" Nor aught that can be told by babbling Fame* f 
*' Nor any ghaftlier Phantom, Fear can frame, J 
u Frighten or flop os in Our Way to Bllfs, 
*« But boldly let us rufh on Happintfs * 
" Where glorious Hazards ftiall enhance Delight* 
4t And that that makes it dang'rous, make it great 2 

" delation too, which does our Fault incrcafe, 
«' Will ferre that Fault the better to difguife* 
" That lets us now in private often meet, 
" Bleft Opportunities for ftol'n Delights 
*' In publick often we embrace and kifs, 
«< And fear ho jealous, no fu(]pe€ling Eyes* 

How little more remains fbr me to erave ! 
44 How little more fbr you to give ! O fave 
*« A wretched Maid, undone by Love and you* 
" Who does in Tears and dying Accents fue ; 
" Who bleeds 5 that Paffion* (he had ne'er reveaPd, 
«' If not by Love, Almighty Love* compell'd : 
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Nor erer let her mournful Tomb complain, 
. " &n By bli* lies, kiWd by your cold DifdAin*" 

Here forc'd to end> for want of Room, not Will- 
To add, her Lines the crowded Margin fill, 
Nor Space allow for more ; She, trembling, fold* 
The Paper, which her fhameful Meflage holds \ 
And fealing, as flic wept with boading Fear, 
She wet her fignet with a falling Tear. 
This done, a trufty meflenger ihe call'd, 
And in kind Words the whifper'd Errand told : 
" Go, carry this with faithful Care, fhe faid> •% 
" To my Dear"— there fhe paus'd awhile, and I 
(laid, I 
And by and by~—Brot btr > » was heard to add : J 
As fhe deliver'd it with her Commands, 
The Letter fell from out her trembling hands, 
Difmay'd with the ill Omen, ihe anew 
Doubted Succefs, and held, yet bad him go. 

He goes, and after quick Ad million got, 
To Caunus* Hands the fatal Secret brought i 
, Soon as the doubtful Youth a Glance had cad: *\ 
On the firft Lines, and guefs'd by them the reft, > 
Strait Horror and Amaxement fili'd his Bread : J 
Impatient whh his Rage, he could not flay 
To fee the End, but threw't, half read, away. 
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Scarce could hisHands the trembling Wretch forbear* 
Nor did his Tongue thofe angry Threat'nings fpare: 
'* Fly hence, nor longer my chaf 'd Fury truft, 
M Thou curfed Pander of deteftcd Luftr: 
*« Fly quickly hence, and to thy Swiftnefs owe 
" -Thy Life, a Forfeit to my Vengeance due : 
" Which, had not Danger of my Honour croft, 
" Thou'dft paid by this, and been fent back a Ghoft-" 

He the rough Orders ftrait obeys, and bears 
The killing News to wretched Byblis y Ears ; 
Like ftriking Thunder the fierce Tidings ftun, 
And to her Heart, quicker than Lightning, ran : 
The frighted Blood forfakes her ghaftly Face, 
And a fhort Death does every Member feize: 
But foon as Senfe returns, her Frenzy too 
Returns, and in thefe Words breaks forth anew* 
" And juftly ferv'd; — for why did fooliih I 
€i Cenfent to make this rafh Difcovery ? 
" Why did I thus in hafty Lines reveal 
" That dang'rous Secret, Honour would conceal ? 
r" I mould have firft with Art difguifed the Hook, -j 
" And feen how well the gaudy Bait had took, i 
" And found him hung, at lead, before I ftruck : J 
«« From Shore I fliou-ldhave firftdefcry'd theWind, ^ 
€t Whether 'twould prove to my Adventure kind^s 
" Ere I to untry'd Seas myfclf refign'd : J 
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Now dafh'd on Rocks, unable to retire^ 
I muft i'th' Wreck of all my Hopes expire. 
" And was not I, by Tokens plain enough** 
Forewarned to quit my inaufpicious Love ? 
Did not the Fates my ill Succefs foretel, 
When from my Hands th'unhappy Letter fell 
So mould my Hopes have done, and my Defign-, 
That, or the Day, mould then have alter'd been 5 
But rather the unlucky Day; when Heaven 
Such om'nous Proofs of its diflike had given : * 
And fo it had, had not mad Paffion fway'd* 
And Reafon been by blinder Love mifled. 
" Befides, alas ! I mould myfelf have gone, 
Nor made my Pen a Proxy to my Tongue ; 
Much more I could have fpoke, much more have 
" told, 

Than a (hort Letter's narrow Room would hold 1 
He might have feen my Looks, my wifhing Eyes* 
My melting Tears, and heard my begging Sights 
About his Neck I could have flung my Arms ; - 
v And been all over Love, all over Charms ; 
Grafp'd, and hung on his Knees, and there have 
« died, 

t There breathe my gafping Soul out, if denied : 
This* and ten thoufand things I might have done 
To make my Paffion with Advantage known < 
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Which if they each, could not have bent his 
Mind, 

" Yet furely All, had fore'd him to be kind. 
" Perhaps he, whom I fent, was too in fault, 
•* Nor rightly tinVd his Meflage as he ought ; 
** I fear he went in fome ill-chofen Hour, 

When cloudy Weather made his Temper lour : 
*« Not thofe calm Seafons of the Mind, which 
" prove 

«« The fitted to receive the Seeds of Love : 

" Theft things have ruin'd me $ for, doubtlefs, he 
" Is made of human Fle(h and Blood, like me ; 
" He fuck'd no Tygrefs fure, nor Mountain-Bear, 
" Nor does his Breaft relentlefs Marble wear. 
** He muft, he lhall content, again I'll try, 
€€ And try again, if he again deny : 
«« No Scorn, no harlh Repulfe, or rough Defeat, 

Shall ever my Defire, or Hopes rebate. 
4€ My carneft Suits (hall never give him Reft, 

While Life, and Love, more durable, fhall laft r 
" Alive I'll prefs, till Breath in Prayers be loft, 
% * And after come a kind befeeching Ghoft. 
" For, if I might, what I have done, recal, 
" The firft Point were, not to have don't at all ^ 1 

But fince 'tis done, the fecond to be gain'd, 
" Is now to have, what I have fought, atuin'd : 
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" For he, though I fhould now my Wi flies quit, 
« c Can never my unchafte Attempts forget : 
" Should 1 defift, 'twill be believ'd that I, 
" By (lightly a/king ? taught him to deny ; 
« c Or, that I tempted him with wily Fraud, 
" And Snares for hi? unwary Honour laid : 
«« Or, what I fent (and the Belief were juft) 
«« Were not th'Efforts of Love, but lhameful Luft. 

" In fine, I now dare any thing that's ill ; 
«< I've writ, I have fplicitod, my Will 
" Has been debauch'd; and mould I thus give out, 

1 cannot chafte and innocent be thought; 
*' Much there is wanting ftill to be fulfilPd, 
« c Mpch to my WHh, but little to my Guilt." 

She fpoke j but fuch is her unfettled Mind, 
If fliifts from Thought to Thought, like veering I 
Wind, f 
Now to this Point, and now to that inclin'd : J 
What (he could wifli had unattempted been, 
She ftrait i$ eager to attempt again ; 
What flie repents, flie a&s ; and now lets loofe 
The Reins to Love, nor any Bounds allows. 
Repulfe upon Repulfe, unmov'd, flie bears, 
And ftill fttes on, while {he. her Suit— defpairs. 
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A 

SATIRE UPON A WOMAN, 

•WHO BY HER 

. sFALSHOOD AND SCORN, 

W A S T H E 

DEATH OJF MY FRIEND. 

N o, fhe fhall ne*er efcape, if Gods there be, 
Vnlefs* they perjur'd grow, and faHe as (he ; 
Tho* no ftrange Judgment yet the Murd'refs ieize, 
To punilh her, and quit the partial Skies : 
Tho* no revenging Lightning yet has flafht 
From thence, that might her crim'nal Beauties blaft: 
Tho' they in their old Luftre ftill prevail, 
By no Difeafe, nor Guilt -itfelf made pale. 
Guilt, which mould blacked Moors themfelves but 
own, 

Would make, thro* all their Night, new bluihe* 
dawn: 
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Tho 9 that kind Soul, who now augments the Bleft, 
Thither too foon by her Unkindnefs chac'd. 
Where may it be her fmaH'ft and lighteft Doom, 
(For that's not half my Curfe) neverito come ; 
Tho' he, when prompted by the high'ifc Defpair, 
Ne'er mention'd her, without an Hymn, or Pray'r* 
And could, by all her Scorn f/ J>eibrc'd no more 
Than Martyrs, to revile what they adore, 
WJh>, had he curft her linking to the Grave, 
He had done juft, and Heaven had forgave : 
T^ho' ill-made Law no Sentence .has ordain'd 
For her, no Statute has her Guilt arraign'd. 
(gor Hangmen, Women's-Scorn, and Doctor's Skill, 
All, by a licenc'd Way of Murder, kill.) 
Tho' fhe from Juftice of all thefe go free, •> 
And boaft, perhaps, in her Succefs and glee, > 
'Twps but a little harmlels Perjury : J 
Yet think fhe not, ihe Hill fecure lhall prove, 
Or tfiat none dare avenge an injur'd Love:; 
I rife in Judgment, am to be, to her, 
Both< Witness, Judge, and Executioner : 
Arm'd with dire Satyr, and refentful Spite, 
I come ,to haunt her with the Ghoftsof Wit. 
My Ink* unbid, ftarts out, and flies on her, 
Xike Blood upon fome touching Murderer : 
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And fliouM that fail, rather than want, I wou*d. 
Like Hags, to curfe her, write in my own Blood. 

Y« fpiteful Pow'rs, if any there can be* 
That boaft a worfe, and keener fpite than me) 
Affift with Malice, and your mighty Aid, 
With fworn Revenge, help me to rhime her dead * 
Grant I may fix fuch Brands of Infamy, 
So plain, fo deeply grav'd on her, that (he, 
Her Skill, nor Patch, nor Paint can jointly hide> 
And which (hall lading as her Soul abide: 
Grant my ftrong Hate may fuch ilrong Poifon caft* 
That every Breath may taint, and rot, and blaft, 
Till one large Gangrene quite o'erfpread her Fame 
With foul Contagion ; till her odious Name, 
Spit at, and curft by every Mouth, like mine, 
Be terror to herfelf, and all her Line. 

Vil'ft of that viler Sex, which damn'd us all ; 
Ordain'd to curfe, and plague us, for our Fall ; 
Woman I nay, worfe ! for fhe can nought be faid 
But Mummy by fome Devil inhabited : 
Not made in Heaven's Mint, but bafely coin'd, 
She wears a human Image ftampt on Fiend ; 
And whofo Marriage would with her contrail, 
Is Witch by Law, and that a mere Compact* 
Her Soul-(if any Soul in her there be) 
By Hell was breath'd into her in a Lie, 
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And its whole Stock of Falftiood there was lent, 
As if hereafter to be true it meant : 
Bawd Nature taught her jilting, when fhc made, \ 
And by her Make, defign'd her for the Trade : 
Hence 'twas (he daub'd her with a painted Face, j 
That (he at once might better cheat and pleafe : ; 
All thofe gay charming Looks, that court tht 
Eye, 

Are but an Ambufti to hide Treachery ; 
Mifchief, adorn'd with Pomp and fmooth Difguife, 
A painted Skin, ftuff'd full of Guile and Lies, 
Within a gaudy Cafe, a nafty Soul, 
Like a Peer's Excrement in gilt Clofeftool : 
Such on a Cloud thofe flattVing Colours are. 
Which only ferve to drefs a Temped fair. 
So Men upon this Earth's fair Surface dwell, 
Within are Fiends, and at the Center Hell : 
Court-promifes, the Leagues which Statefmen make 
With more Convenience, and more Eafe to break, 
The Faith a Jefuit in Allegiance fwears, 
Gr a Town Jilt to keeping Coxcombs bears 
Are firm, and certain all, compar'd with hers 
Early in Falftiood, at her Font, fhe ly'd, 
And fhould ev'n then for Perjury been try'd r 
Her Confcience ftretch'd, and open as the StsWs„ 
Bttt laughs at Oaths, and plays with fblemn Vows 
Vol. L I 
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114 A SATIRE 

And at her Mouth fwallows down perjur'd Breath; 
More glib than Bits of Leachery beneath : 
Lefs ferious known, when fhe doth moil proteft, 
Than Thoughts of arranteft Buffoons in Jeft : 
More cheap than the vile mercenary Squire, 
That plies for half crown Fees at Weftminfie\ 
y\nd trades in ftaple Oaths, and fwears to J 
Lefs Guilt than hers, lefs Breach of Cath, and Word, 
Has flood aloft, and look'd thro' Penance-board ; 
And he that trufts her in a death-bed Prayer, 
Hath Faith to merit, and fave any thing but her. 

But fince her Guilt Defcription does outgo, 
I'll try if it outftrip my Curfes too ; 
Curfes, which may they equal my juft Hate, 
My Wifh, and her Defert, be each fo great, 
Each heard like Pray'rs^nd Heav'n make 'emFate. 

Firft, for her Beauties, which the Mifchief-n 
brought, 

May (he affe&ed, they be borrow'd thought, 
By her own Hand, not that of Nature wrought: 
Her Credit, Honour, Portion, Health, and thofe 
Prove light,and frail, as her broke Faith and Vows, 
come bafe unnam'd Difeafe, her Carcafs foul, 
And make her Body ugly as her Soul, 
f Cankers and Ulcers eat her, till fhe be 
I Shun'd like Infection, loath'd like Infamy. 
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Strength quite expir'd, may (he alone retain 
TheSnuff of Life, may that unquench'd remain, > 
As in the damn'd, to keep her frelh for Pain : 3 
Hot Lull light on her, and the Plague of Pride 
On that, this ever fcorn'd, as that deny'd : 
Ach, Anguifh, Honour, Grief, Difhonour, Shame, 
Purfue at once her Body, Soul, and Fame : 
If e'er the Devil Love muft enter her, 
(For nothing fure but Fiends can enter there) 
May {he a juft and true Tormenter find, 
And that, like an ill Confcience, rack her Mind: 
Be fome difeas'd and ugly Wretch her Fate, \ 
She doom'd to love of one, whom all elfe hate. \ 
May he hate her, and may her Deltiny 
Be to de£pair, and yet love on, and die ; 
Or, to invent fome wittier Puni foment, 
May he, to plague her, out of fpite, confent ; 
May the old Fumbler, tW difabled quite, 
Have Strength to give her Claps, but no Delight : 
May he of her, unjuftly, jealous be, 
For one that's worfe, and uglier far than he : 1 
Impotence balk him, and torment her Lull, 
Yet fcarcely her to Dreams or Wilhes trull : 
Forc'd to be-chaile, may fhe fufpected be, 
Share none o'th' Pleafure, all the Infamy, 
In fine, that I all Curfes may compleat, 
{For I've but curs'd in jeft, but rallied yet) 
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Whate'er the Sex deferves, or feels, or fears, 
May all thofe Plagues be hers, and only hert % 
Whate'er great Favourites turn'd out of Doors, 
Scorn'd Lovers, bilk'd and difappdinted Whores*. 
Or lofing Gamerlers vent, what Curfes e'er 
Are fpoke by Sinners raving in Defpair, 
All thofe fall on her, as they're all her Due, 
Till Spite can't think, nor Heaven inflict anew t 
May then (for once I will be kind, and pray) 
No Madnefs take her ufe of Senfe away ; 
But may (he in full Strength of Reafon be, 
To feel and underftand her Mifery ; 
Plagu'd fo, till me think damning a Releafe,, 
And humbly pray to go to Hell for Eafe : 
Yet may not all thefe SufF'rings here atone 
Her Sin, and may me Hill go finning on, 
Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th' Score, 
Till on her Soul fhe can ge't Trull no more : 
Then may Ihe ftupid and repentlefs *//>, 
And Heaven itfelf forgive, no more than I, 
But fo be damnd of mere NecelTity. 
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